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A WAR STORY 


—————— Eileen — Penn. 


The afternoon sun was filtering through the canopy in small golden 
beams as the men moved slowly down the jungle trail. Dressed alike in 
green, wearing helmets, and rifles held at the ready, it wouldn’t be hard 
for a casual observer, if there were any in this part of the world, to 
notice a Marine killer team. They walked almost furtively, searching 
the foilage for covered signs of the elusive enemy, and the ground for 
the dreaded hidden booby traps that so often took the lives of their 
comrades. I was the third man in this patrol, following the two points 
and right in front of the man with the PRC-25 radio. We were heading 
home to our base camp after a wasted day of lying in ambush along 
this supply route. All of a sudden the quiet day erupted in flashing 
sound and fire. Ambush! After that whole day of waiting for the enemy, 
we discovered that he had been right down the trail waiting for us, and 
we had lost the waiting game to the famous oriental patience. Quickly, 
as trained we moved apart and rushed the ambush sight, weapons ex- 
ploding sheets of leaden flame and voices sounding the age old war cry 
of man. Suddenly in a tenth of a second, I felt a rush of fire burn 
through my body and then blackness. 


I woke up in a white room, not knowing where I was and amazed 
to be alive. I thought that I had better check a little more to see that I 
wasn’t in St. Peter’s judgement room or something awaiting trial, when 
a doctor entered the room and came over to my bed. I became more 
aware of the situation and noticed that there was an I.V. injection 
bottle suspended over the bed and that from my waist down I wasn’t 
able to move my body, or was it still there? I haltingly asked the silent 
doctor the age old question that G.I.’s always ask when they discover 
their presence in the hospital. 


“Doc, do I still have my arms and legs?” 


I realized how I had gotten to the hospital, and though I was uncon- 
scious at the time I could visualize the medevac chopper coming in to 
pick me up in the jungle clearing, loading my blood-soaked body on a 
stretcher, and leaving my legs behind to rot on the jungle floor. 


“Yes, you still have all your limbs, and soon as you heal you’ll be able 
to get up and walk around without any trouble. You were hit in the body, 
not anywhere else. You lost a lot of blood on the way in, but you'll be 
fine. 


“Where was I hit?” 


“Wait a minute, the head surgeon is on the way in and he’ll explain 
everything to you.” 


I sat there waiting, wondering what the head man, a commander 
would have to be called in to tell me. I had visions of something a hell 
of a lot more serious than a flesh wound. 


I found out my answer soon enough, as the grey haired doctor, dres- 
sed in tropical kakiis entered the room. 


“You’re looking chipper young man, you’ve had quite an ordeal and 
your war is over. You’re on the way to Japan for an extended convale- 
scence and some plastic surgery, perhaps.” 


I waited for a moment for him to finish, and then I asked the ques- 
tion. 


“What’s wrong with me, anyway to have to pull me out of the 
country.” 


“If you remember the ambush where you were hit, the enemy had a 
fifty cal machinegun set up. When you charged, a fifty slug tore through 
your groin. 


“You mean that I was hit in the balls?” 
“Yes, I’m afraid so, and a little more than that, the shell missed your 
abdomen, but it ripped right through your penis, too. I’m afraid that 


you were completely emasculated. We operated and removed the rest, 
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there was nothing to save. We’ve closed the wound and inserted a tube 
so that you can urinate, but there was little else that we can do, perhaps 
in Japan they will be able to make you happier.” 


“What do you mean, help me. I’m not even a man any more?” 


“You'll have the program that they have set up,” he explained. This 
isn’t that rare an injury, although infrequent. Wait till you get there, 
besides there isn’t enough time to explain. You’re due to load on the 
plane in about twenty minutes. Don’t worry, and good luck!” 


He left, and I laid there in the worst depression that I had ever been 
in in my life. I didn’t have a wife, or family to worry about but like 
any other normal guy, I had dated a lot, and now my life was literally 
cut off at twenty two! 


There wasn’t much time to sleep as the orderlies came for me and I 
was transported by ambulance to the airstrip. I was given a sedative on 
the plane, and slept all the way to the hospital in Japan. 


I woke up in an almost identical hospital room, but with big airy 
windows looking out on the soft spring sky. It was a beautiful day, and 
I looked out, and propped myself up to see better. I was on the second 
floor and my room overlooked the garden and spreading lawn of the 
hospital. I could see patients in pajamas walking, sitting, and laughter 
from their conversation echoed back up to me. 


My reverie was disturbed by someone entering the room. I looked 
away from the window and inspected the two men and the Navy nurse 
that entered. One man was a Navy doctor, a commander like the one 
that I had met in Danang. The nurse was a lovely blonde in a crisp 
white uniform and captain bars of a Navy Lietenant, the third man was 
a greying Japanese man, dressed in a brown suit. They came over and 
introduced themselves. 


The commander said, “How are you Lieutenant Stevens. I’m doctor 
Upton, my nurse Jean Fleagle, and this is Dr. Yosuta, from the Tokyo 
General Health Clinic.” 


“How do you do gentlemen, and lady,” I gave her a quick smile that 
I knew I would never be able to follow up. Are you the people that the 
Doctor in Danang said could restore my manhood?” I said sarcasti- 
cally. 


Commander gave me a look of surprise, and said, “I’m sure the doctor 
didn’t say anything like that, but we are the team that is assigned to 
help cases like yours adjust, if you choose. The treatment that is offered 
is voluntary on your part, and you certainly can heal like that and re- 
sume a normal life providing you keep taking male hormones, but we 
have an alternative that might be better and has been successful in the 
cases that accepted the program. 


“What is it.” 


“That is where the good doctor comes in,” he said directing my at- 
tention to the Japanese gentleman. Dr. Yosuta is the best plastic sur- 
geon in the far East and one of the finest in the world. He has offered 
his services free of charge, to perform an operation on wounds like 
yours in his clinic. We of course can’t do it here but the U.S. will cover - 
all your expenses and provide therapy,” he said nodding toward the 
nurse. The Lt. is not a regular nurse but rather a social adjustment 
worker on these special cases.” 


“What operation are you talking about, is the doctor going to sew 
another set of genitals on me, or something.” 


“Or something, as you might realize, we cannot restore your mascu- 
linity, but we can offer you a not too unpleasant alternative.” 


“You mean he’s going to turn me into a girl?” I said in amazement. 


“Only if you wish, this as I said is up to you, and your choice alone. 
But you stand a much better chance for mental adjustment, and a happy 
productive life as a woman than the shell of a man.” 


I sat there in almost absolute shock, first I had been de-masculinized 
and now the U.S. Navy was offering to turn me into a girl! I couldn’t 
even give him the obvious answer, NO. 


“We'll give you a chance to think, and I want to let you talk to Jean 
before you give me a NO answer. I'll leave you two alone to discuss it 
and Jean can give me your answer after you have had time to decide. 


The two men left and I remained there still dumbfounded with the 
lovely blonde. She moved across the room and seated herself at the side 
of the bed. 


“What unit were you with, Lt?” 

I replied that I was with 2/5. 

“T used to be a gunner on a chopper with the wing.” 
“What! You mean that you were a Marine too? 


Of course, or I wouldn’t be in this program now. I was shot down in 
1965 and was one of the first patients of this system. I felt like you and I 
had no one to help me with my decision, but I’m glad to this day that | 
made it. These last five years have been some of the happiest that I have 
ever had. I won’t say that it was easy, it was damn rough, but it’s the 
best thing to do. I would probably have killed myself if I had to walk 
around as an empty shell. 


She made sense, and I told her that I would think about it. She 
promised to come back and explain more about, the operation and 
treatment the next morning. She left me staring out the window and 
thinking the deepest thoughts that I had ever had to contemplate. 


CHAPTER TWO 


After Jean left, I sat there with my thoughts rambling back to the 
events of my life in college and in the service. I thought about the girls 
that I had dated, and loved, and I knew that I could never be that sort 
of a person. I was not lovely, graceful, or even in the least feminine. I 
had been attracted by the clothes that girls wore but I didn’t ever want 
to share that life. 


But then my thinking went to the life ahead of me when I left the 
hospital. I couldn’t even begin to visualize myself as a girl, so I switch- 
ed my thoughts to just getting out, getting my medical discharge and 
heading back to the world I used to know. A job would be no problem, 
but what then, dating was out and as society as we know it is usually 
two by two I would be condemned to being a third wheel. I could see 
myself, thin, emaciated, holed up in some back room, collecting string 
after work. I couldn’t still visualize the alternative that the two doctors 
had offered me, but at least it must be better than that, it was an ad- 
venture anyway, a bit of hope and if it didn’t work out I could always 
kill myself later. Tired from my injuries and the strain of the days con- 
versation, I fell into a troubled sleep. 


—— - | ——— 


The next morning, Jean came to see me right after breakfast, she was 
in civilian clothes this time, a simple green wool dress. Her blonde 
hair was held back by a ribbon, and she looked radiant and cheerful. 
She came over, smiled and sat down on a chair by the side of the bed. 
My strength had returned and I was able to sit up as she talked with me. 


She was about to start telling me about the operation ahead if I chose 
it and I stopped her. She looked hurt, until I explained that I had al- 
ready made my decision and that I would like to talk to the command- 
er. I suppose that my silence and refusal to let her do her job was 
slightly sadistic, but I just felt like hurting someone and swore to make 
their job as difficult as I possibly could. 


In a few minutes Jean returned with commander Upton. 


“Well, Lt. Jean says that you don’t seem to want our help. At least 
I wish that you would give her a chance to talk about it.” 


“No Commander it isn’t that,” I replied, “It’s something like basic 
training. If you know what its all about you’d be too afraid to go there. 
I'll accept the operation, and try the change.” 


“I’m happy that you have reached that decision, the rest is all down- 
hill from here on. I'll get the right forms prepared, and notify the 
doctor to arrange a date. But Jean must play a crucial part in this and I 
want you two to be good friends. You have a lot ahead of you and so 
much of it is going to be discouraging. Its the same operation we give 
to the men that want to change their sex, and Japan is one of the places 
that they come to, but with you and the other cases that we have had, 
there is a tremendous emotional strain and mental rebuilding process, 
since even if you accept this on the surface, your subconscious doesn’t 
want it.” “Jean will be your almost constant companion until we feel 
that you are ready to face the world by yourself, and much of the ther- 
apy can never be done in a hospital!” 


“Doctor, what’s going to happen if this isn’t successful. What will I 
be then, a complete reject, a freak, good only to get a job in the circus, 
as the amazing half man-half woman?” 


The doctor laughed, and then said seriously, “Jim, we’ve never had 
a failure in this program. I don’t think that we’ll have one now, I just 
hope that you'll give us your complete co-operation, and you'll leave 
here a happy smiling, girl.” 


Barbara 
Manitoba 


Barbara 
British Columbia 


Me, a happy, smiling girl. They could put all the lipstick in the world 
on me and I'd never make a girl! I didn’t say anything, though, and the 
doctor said that he had to go and make the arrangements. Jean was to 
stay, and discuss the events of the next few days with me. 


“Well, what now Jean, am I supposed to slip a pink nightgown over 
my bandages and practice swishing around the room?” 


“No, silly, the next few days will be mostly admin, the taking of 
drugs and sedatives, recovering from the shock of your wound and 
talking. Tomorrow you’re going to be transferred to a small modern 
clinic on the outskirts of the city, and I'll be going with you to stay 
during your confinement period. There won’t be any great change in 
you so that you'll notice for the first few weeks, so don’t worry about 
suddenly sitting up in bed and talking in a voice two octaves higher.” 


I asked her when the first signs of the change were and when I would 
have to start wearing a dress and all the other crap. 


“Just wait, the signs will change you subtly, and don’t start worry- 
ing about “dresses and all that crap now.” You'll be in them when the 
time is right and not before, and I hope you change your attitude about 
that “crap” stuff, before you have to wear them. Now be good and Ill 
give you a back massage.” 


We made light conversation about other subjects while she was rub- 
bing my back and soon I dozed off in a much needed healing nap. She 
woke me up for lunch, and afterwards we played Monopoly, until even- 
ing and supper. I noticed that my medication had been changed, but I 
wasn’t sure which pill was for my injuries and which would turn me 
into an “Instant Woman”’ so I took them all. I watched T.V. with Jean, 
getting much more used to her presence, and finding it very difficult 
not to like the lovely blonde, only towards evening, watching one of the 
T.V. news reels showing war action, did I remember that she had once 
been one of those fighting men, that thought was even more difficult 
to believe and I didn’t want to question her about it. I stuffed the fact 
back into my memory bag, and went back to the show. Afterwards I 
said that I was feeling drowzy again, and she got up to leave. 


“You know I’m beginning to like you very much. . . as a person I 
mean,” not forgetting my permanent incapacity. 
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“T hope so Jim, you’re a fine person too, and I want you to be as 
happy as I have been. Don’t forget, if you have a bad dream or you 
want to talk anytime even during the night call me on the phone and 
Ill come up and sit with you.” 


“Thank you Jean, I know that you mean that, and I have a feeling 
if this crazy thing ever comes about, it'll be because of you.” 


As she got to the door, I thought of something. 
“Jean,” 

Yes? 

“What was your name before... you know.” 


“Jim, I’ve forgotten it almost, but if you really must know, it was 
Ralph.” 


“T like Jean a lot better. I laughed. 


“So do I, by the way that’s one thing that you’re going to have to 
think about in the next few days. They'll be filing papers to legally 
change your birth certificate and name, so you ought to think about 
what you want to be called for the rest of your life. Besides just think, 
how many people get to be called something that they want. How many 
girls get named after some old shriveled maiden aunt that their parents 
had to satisfy, like old Aunt Mathilda or Mergatroide!” 


“Jean, I don’t think that I could ever select a name for myself, I’m 
not going to be up to it, and anyway as long as your in charge of the 
Great Transformation, I think that should be your job too.” I changed 
my tone, and said seripusly, “Jean, ('d es appreciate it if you would 
think of a name for me.’ 


“Alright, Pl think of a pretty one, but you better like it, and I'll pass 
the word so that everyone else knows it, too! You just might be sorry 
I was asked, I had a lovely dear sweet old aunt named . . .” At this point 
she was driven from the room by the glass of water I tossed toward the 
door. 


A minute later a blonde head stuck through a partially opened door 
and said, “Henrietta!” 
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CHAPTER THREE 


The next morning bright and early, Jean woke me up by throwing 
back the shade and letting the morning sun pour down on the bed. I 
rolled over slowly, rubbed my eyes, and said, “Hi!” 


“Hi there sleepy head. You better start getting in gear, its moving 
day this morning!” : 

“T leaned over the side of the bed and supporting myself, staggered 
off to the bathroom, bow legged from the bandages, around my middle. 
After I had brushed my teeth and washed my face, Jean came in and 
shaved me as I sat on the toilet seat. 


“Ouch,” I said as she pulled on a spot. “At least after this thing is all 
over I won’t have to worry about this little ritual each morning.” 


“Ah, starting to appreciate the benefits already?” Jean said laugh- 
ing. 


I joined her, and to keep the conversation going, I asked how my 
name selection was coming along. 


“What’s the matter didn’t you like Henrietta,” she said poker faced. 
“Tf I could run, I’d catch you and spank you!” 


“Well, even if my old aunt won’t be remembered, I guess I’ll just have 
to find another one, just to please you.” 


“Yes, please do.” 


We finished up, laughing at our mutual joke, and I started to realize 
that the closeness with this girl wouldn’t be too bad. And at the same 
time, we weren’t talking quite like men and women usually did, but 
just as two people, two friends. 


She had already assembled my things and a wheel chair was brought 
up to make my trip downstairs easier. I hopped in and we were brought 
to the entrance. A staff car was brought around and after the transfer 
was effected we were whisked off to the clinic. 
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Once there the same procedure was reversed, and Jean pushed me to 
the room that had been prepared for me. It was comfortably furnished, 
not like a hospital room except for the bed. It had an adjoining door and 
Jean explained that it led to her room. I was then put to bed and al- 
lowed to take a nap. 


Dr. Yosuta came in in the afternoon, with some forms for me to sign, 
as Jean had promised. He stated that everything was ready and when- 
ever I felt like starting, we could begin. 


“] thought that we had already started.” 


“Yes, but not quite, when do you think that you would be ready to 
begin surgury?”’ 


“Whenever its convenient for you doctor, I am not going to post- 
pone the inevitable.” 


“Please don’t look so glumly at this, Jim, I’m sure that you’ll be hap- 
pily surprised with the results. You’re strong enough though to be 
operated on, and I would like to start before the skin starts to heal too 
much into a scar. Let’s set the inevitable for tomorrow.” Jean do you 
think you can get him ready?” 

“Yes, of course doctor.” 

The old gentleman left and I confronted Jean. 


“Get ready?” 


“There isn’t too much to do, really. I'll have to remove most of your 
bandages, and do some more shaving.” 


“Go ahead, but what are you planning on shaving?” 

She giggled, “Everything!” 

We got started, and true to her word, she started shaving from the 
hair on my toes right up to my neck. Then she shaved my face carefully 
again and removed my eyebrows. About that time I started complain- 


ing. 


“Don’t worry.” 


“But why the eyebrows, are you planning on shaving my head too?” 
“Now Jim have you ever seen a bald girl?” 
“No, but I haven’t seen one without eyebrows either!” 


“Just wait and you'll see why they have been shaved. ‘Now you have 
to sleep, and I’m going to give you an injection and some more pills. 


I accepted the medicine and the shot which really knocked me out. 
The next 18 hours were hazy, I woke up slightly as I was transferred 
from the bed to the stretcher the next morning, and remember being 
wheeled toward the operating room. When I finally woke up, I was 
back in bed, unable to see, and numb or sore all over. My legs were 
spread apart and it felt like there were a million pillows between my 
legs. 


I panicked for a minute and called out through my blindness. 


“Jean, Jean!!!” 


A calm sweet voice answered. “Right here Jim. You're all out of 
the operation now and everything is perfect. The doctor is extremely 
pleased, and said that it was one of his most successful.” 


“Congratulations to the good doctor, he can put me in a specimen 
bottle to show his colleagues, but why can’t I see?” 


“Silly, didn’t you listen when the Commander introduced him to 
you. He’s a great plastic surgeon! You didn’t think that they were going 
to let you out in curls with a mug like you had when you came in? Be- 
sides he solved your shaving problems, there won’t be any beard grow- 
ing under those bandages. And now you know why I had to shave your 
eyebrows, too.” 


There wasn’t much else to do except suffer in silence for the next few 
days. I was fed intervenously, and I found that I was entirely too sore 
to move, my face felt as tight as a drumskin, so that I could barely 
move my mouth. The doctor came by and I asked him about this. He 
explained that the feeling would be going away soon, and that the 
bandages were to come off the next day. 
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Early the next morning Jean and the Dr. came in, after asking how I 
was feeling and listening to my complaints, they started snipping at the 
bandages. They released the ones around my waist first, and the doctor 
stopped to comment that it was healing nicely and you couldn’t even 
tell the difference, after the redness left and the hair grew back. 


“What difference, between nothing and nothing.” 
“No negative attitude Jim,” Jean warned. 


“The difference between nothing except scars, and a perfectly formed 
and lovely female organ,” added the Doctor. 


I couldn’t come up with a witty repartee to that one so I just laid back 
and grumbled some more. 


They released some bandages that I hadn’t noticed before, and didn’t 
really prepare myself for. They were around my chest. I had felt the 
bulkiness of course, but with all the rest of the damage I hadn’t even 
considered the possibility that I would be given breasts too. 


“Lovely,” said Jean, “you'll really be able to fill out those dresses and 
all that other “crap.” 


“Jean, don’t tease him, now.” 


“Sorry, doctor. I think that hell be pleased with your work when he 
cheers up.” Then she added as an afterthought. ‘““We’ve both been using 
the wrong terminology any way, I should have said when she cheers up.” 


SHE... ME... SHE!!! I was struck by that little word and I realized 
this doctor had with his skill, cut away everything that was ever mascu- 
line and replaced it with the SHE things that were to be mine for the 
the rest of my life! 


Mindless of my silence, they started to clip at the bandages on my face, 
starting at the neck and moving slowly peeling back the whiteness. I 
was instructed to close my eyes and the rest of the bandages were re- 
moved. I opened my eyes slowly, and the shades had been drawn to 
make the room darker, to make the opening easier. As my eyes became 
adjusted to the light the blinds were opened slowly. 
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I first saw the Dr. and Jean standing back, critically scrutinizing, 
and then bursting into smiles of success. But who’s, theirs or mine? 


“Well?” 
“Well, what silly? Do you want me to say it? You’re beautiful!” 


I looked down, feeling the weight on my chest and saw two perfectly 
formed pink mounds, where my good ol’ hairy chest used to be. Leaning 
over more, I saw the redness between my legs where just a few days ago 
my maleness had been secure. In one breath, I cursed the enemy, Jean, 
the Doctor, and the U.S. Navy! 


I looked up and noticed that Jean was coming toward me, holding 
something behind her back. 


“If you'll smile, and look a little bit less like you had just lost your 
last friend, I’ll show you something and give you something that you 
requested.” 


For a moment, I hesitated, and then being unable to resist the charm 
of her smile, I too gave a little smile in return. 


Quickly she pulled a mirror from behind her back and held it up for 
me to see my new face... 


The face of a lovely hesitantly smiling girl looked back at me. I 
blinked in surprise, and long lashes kissed the cheeks of the girl in the 
mirror, I smiled more broadly, and the face, returned a radiant one to 
me. I was actually enchanted with the beauty of the good Drs. work! 
It would take me a while to get used to seeing the lovely face in the 
mirror, but I really couldn’t complain about it. It went well with the 
lovely new body that I had been given. 


“Well, if I have to be a girl, I might as well be a beautiful one. You 
did a wonderful job, Doctor. I have to admit. I guess that the rest of it 


is up to Jean and I to get me used to it.” 


I don’t think that you'll have too much trouble and I’m sure that 
you’re in the best hands with Jean.” 


She added, “Don’t worry doctor, Ill take good care of her! Won’t I 
BRENDA MARIE!!!?!!! 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


That afternoon, it became official. After lunch, Jean brought a stack 
of papers in to be signed, releasing me from the service, signing for my 
100% disability pay, and the court order for the legal change of my sex 
and name. I signed 1 Lt. James Stevens for the last time, and carefully 
affixed Brenda Marie Steven’s name to the court order acceptance form. 
I was now legally and finally a woman in the eyes of the world, all I had 
to do was the hard part, become Brenda in my own eyes. 


It wasn’t too lively an afternoon, and Jean seemed to realize that I 
needed solitude more than cheering up. In a sense, I spent the time 
when I was not napping, to look back and mourn the death and end of 
Jim Stevens. Even after seeing the beauty of the body and face that the 
Doctor had created, I felt uncomfortable and depressed. I avoided look- 
ing in a mirror, and the one time that I got up to wash my face, the 
weight of my new breasts seemed to pull me over while walking. I quickly 
got back to bed and tried to lie as flat on my back as possible, so that 
the weight and movement would not be noticed. 


The next day, Jean bustled in early as usual, threw back the shades 
and greeted me in her own chipper way. I woke up slowly, the sleep had 
temporarily made me forget my circumstances and the dreams of the 
night took me back to my college days. As sleep left me, I sat up and 
the weight of the breasts, forced me to remember what I had endured. I 
didn’t even reply to her cajoling. 


““What’s the matter, Brenda?” 
“Do you have to start first thing by reminding me what you people 
have done. My name isn’t Brenda, and it isn’t Jim, either anymore, just 


call me subject 25 or something.” 


“Do you have to start being nasty first thing in the morning, espe- 
cially after I went out early this morning and got you a present?” 


I looked across the room and noticed the bouquet of flowers that she 
had brought in with her. 
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Jackie — Calif. 


Sharon 32-H-7 FPE 


“What am I supposed to do, weave them in my curly tresses? I hate 
flowers, lace frills and long hair! The best thing that you can give me is 
a suicide pill!!” 


“Look,” she said in sudden anger, “if you’re looking for sympathy 
from me forget it, I only get paid to help you, not to take your abuse. 
Yes it was a damn shame that you got shot up, but you damn well have 
a good life ahead of you. If you want to commit suicide or something 
do it now, but get it overwith, I don’t want to waste my time and your 
precious pride.” Suddenly she started crying and ran out of the room. 

I sat there, stunned. I didn’t realize that she had so many personal 
feelings about this. I could hear her in the next room banging doors and 
crying. Slowly I got up, pulled on the hospital robe and opened the 
adjoining door. 


She had her suitcase out and was stuffing her clothes that she had 
yanked out of the closets in every which way. 


“Where are you going?” 


“I’m getting the hell out of here “Mr.” Stevens, if its any of your 
business! I don’t have to stay here and take this abuse. If the command- 
er wants to send someone else to help you he can, but I’m going to 
recommend that he doesn’t bother!” At this she crumpled onto the 
floor next to her suitcase, in a fit of hysterical tears. 


I moved over next to her, bent down and tried to put my arm around 
her. She angrily pulled away, struggled to her feet and ran across the 
room. 


“Stay away from me, you freak!! You can’t be a man either so don’t 
try to act like one. I wanted to make you something besides a nothing, 
I was trying so hard, and I thought that you really cared about this too, 
when you asked me to name you, I didn’t just pick one off a list, I gave 
you the name of my sister, who would have been a lovely young woman 
now, if she hadn’t been hurt, too and crippled for life. I don’t know why 
I thought it, but I guess I was just female and stupid, I really believed 
that you could be the sister to me that I had always wanted. I’ve had a 
dozen patients, but I’ve never let myself get this attached before. And I 
won't ever again, excuse me, I’m getting out of here!!” 


“Jean!” 
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“What?” 


“Tm... I’m sorry. Maybe I could say I didn’t realize, but that sounds 
phoney. TM...I’m... I’m scared! Don’t leave Jean. I'll do anything 
that you want.” 


“No, I can’t help you like that, you have to do it for you, not me. 
You'll have to work this out for yourself, all we can do is show you, 
perhaps when you realize this the next girl, if they send one, maybe 
can set you on the path.” 


“Jean, I don’t need another girl, I don’t want one.” For some reason, 
I was almost in tears, too. “I like you . .. very much and I can trust you. 
I wish you had told me about your sister before, I was worried about 
having to go out all alone . . . P'd like to be your sister, to be somebody 
and belong to someone who really cares, not like a cold therapist. Would 
you maybe, still have me?” 


By this time tears were streaking down my cheeks, as I stood facing 
her. Her face softened, and she moved toward me, picking up a hankie, 
she came over and lightly patted the tears on my cheeks. Then taking 
my arm, she led me to her bed and sat down next to me. She put her 
arm on my shoulder and I cried against her breast. She stroked my hair 
and made cooing noises like one does to an unhappy child. Finally I 
stopped crying. She wiped my cheeks again, gave me the handkerchief 
to blow my nose, and said 


“Of course, you can be my sister, if YOU really want to. But you'll 
really have to try and do what I tell you. This can be a beautiful and 
wonderful thing, if you let it.” 

I gave her a nod and a little smile. 

“That’s better, it does a girl good to have a cry. Now if you’re willing 
to make the bargain to try to learn to be a girl, I'll try my hardest to 
make you the lovliest sister that any girl could ever want.” 

“T agree, Pll try Jean, really I will.” I said grateful for her change of 
heart. 

“Then let’s seal the bargain.” She stood up and moved over to the 


dresser top. Picking something up she came back over.” 
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“If you’re really sure, shut your eyes, and lets make this final.” 


I gave her a quick smile and slowly shut my eyes, and shut out all 
my previous life. This was the finality of all that had gone before, de- 
cided not by the chance flight of a bullet, but by my willing free choice. 
I would never be alone again. I waited, vowing that I would love any- 
thing that she was about to do. 


“Alright, Brenda, here goes!” 


I smelled the perfumed nearness of her hand to my head, as it came to 
annoint me into the mysteries of femininity, then felt the sweet softness, 
as the pattern of my lips was traced with the slippery stick. I kept my 
eyes shut softly, and I felt the quick feather light touch of her lips kiss- 
ing mine. All of a sudden I felt good, soft, and relaxed for the first time 
in a week, perhaps in my life. I was ready to accept the name BRENDA 
and the title GIRL!!! 


I opened my eyes, and saw the wonderful smile on my new sister’s 
face. 1 smiled too, and then we both started giggling. I stood up and 
we held each other tightly. 


“I’m happy Jean, really happy!” 

“So am I, Brenda . . . I really love my new sister!” Then her face 
darkened, in a mock scowl. “Except for one thing . . . that nightgown 
that the hospital gave you is horrible, we’ll have to do something about 
that!” Let’s see if we can’t find something better and more ladylike!” 

She reached into her suitcase of strewn clothes and dug around. 

“Aha, just what we need.” She said pulling a powder blue gown out 
of the heap. “Take off that horrid thing and slip this on. That white 
cotton doesn’t go with the pink lipstick!” 


I hesitated, somewhat embarrassed. 


“Go ahead, take it off Brenda, don’t be embarrassed, we’re both 
girls.” 


I laughed at the truth of that statement, reached back and untied the 
holding string at my neck, letting the shapeless thing drop to my feet. 
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“Can I close my eyes and let you put it on me?” 


“Yes, this time, but you’re going to have to watch how its done pretty 
soon, or you’ll never learn to dress yourself, and I’m not going to go 
around after you, trying to drape clothes on you while you stagger into 
furniture!!” She said, laughing. 


“O.K. it’s a deal, but I just want to feel my first time I wear some 
feminine frilly.” 


“Close your eyes, here it comes ready or not!” 


I shut them and stood there. She told me to raise my hands over my 
head, and slipped the fragile nylon over my arms, settling the neckline 
at my shoulder, she let go and the silky material drifted down my body, 
caressing my breasts, hips and thighs, until the soft hem touched the 
back of my knees. I stood there in darkness, feeling no garment weight, 
only the tender touching of the material on my feminine body. I opened 
my eyes, smiled at her and walked over to the full length mirror. The 
gown framed my shoulders in a slight flounce, then was softly pushed 
out by the pink mounds of my breasts, it flowed almost opaque over 
my thighs and stomach ending in another slight ruffle of nylon at my 
knees. My hair was entirely too short to give me any beauty, but my 
face was calm and happy and the pinkness of the pale rose lipstick, 
made it appear very gentle. I felt very lovely, and quite content with 
Brenda... me! 


CHAPTER FIVE 


The rest of the day was the most enjoyable that we had had together to 
date. After our wonderful ceremony, we went back to my room, where I 
got back into bed. Although I was exhilarated by the feelings that had 
come over me, I was also completely exhausted by the mental strain 
and I had to rest my newly healing body. As I pulled the covers over 
me I felt so soft, as I was cocooned in the pale blue shell. I fell asleep 
with the smile of contentment on my lips. 


That evening after dinner, Jean came in and started to tell me about 
the next few weeks. 
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“What’s going to happen now, Jean?” 


“Not too much for a while, you’ve had some pretty traumatic ex- 
periences and your going to have to get a lot more well, before we'll be 
able to leave here. After this place youll move in with me, and we'll 
continue your education. You’ve got a lot to learn, Miss!” she added. 


“Yes, I guess so, but I feel like I’m just wasting time here in the hos- 
pital. I guess it’s as good a place for my hair to grow out as any.” 


“Don’t worry about your hair, itll be down to your shoulders in no 
time. I think it’s almost long enough to do something with now.” 


“Really?” 
“Are you really interested in finding out?” 


“T guess so. Since this morning I’ve reversed the determination I had 
to fight you every step of the way, and the energy makes me want to 
achieve our new goals quickly. Actually, ’m anxious to see what the 
final results will look like!”’ 


“We ought to take some pictures so that you will be able to follow 
your progress. And if you're really interested in starting quickly, I 
think that I can come up with some ideas for the next few days.” 


“Sounds yummy!” 


Where did you get that expression, Brenda?” she said looking pleas- 
antly surprised. 


“It just seemed to come naturally.” I said with some surprise myself. 
“Its a good female one. By the way I just thought of something that 


you can do to kill some of this convalescent time. How would you like 
to knit yourself a sweater?” 
1”? 


“T don’t really know how, you know I just started on this thing 


“Then that’s just one of the things that Pll start to teach you to- 
morrow,” she replied. 


“O.K! Anything to help the cause!” 
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Janet — New Jersey 


Angela — Florida 


“We'll start first thing tomorrow morning, but no complaining out 
of you. All this won’t come as easy as putting on a nightgown, wait till 
you have to learn to put on eye makeup straight!” She laughed and 
kissed me goodnight with a giggle. ‘““Now you get some sleep, Miss, and 
dream of flowers!” 


“Goodnight, Jean... and thank you, dear sister.” 


“Goodnight, Brenda, dear,” she said closing the door and leaving me 
to new and better dreams for the future. 


The next day dawned bright and clear. Jean came in with the same 
morning ritual, and I got out of bed and to the bathroom without the 
grumbling of the previous day. I tried to give her my nicest smile, and 
I thoroughly enjoyed the walk across the room, with the skirt of my 
gown brushing my thighs. When I came back out, she had a secret smile 
on her face. 


“Sit up in bed,” she said, “the doctor will be coming to see you in a 
few minutes, and you have to pretty up a bit.” 


She came over and brought her blue case. As I arranged myself against 
the pillows on the headboard, she started pulling things out of the case. 


“Let’s give you a nice makeup job!” 


I smiled and she began with a base, then she applied color to my 
eyes, blush-on for my cheeks and a lovely shade of lipstick. Then she 
pulled out a brush and arranged my hair in bangs on my forehead. She 
slipped a tiny blue bow on the left side above my ear, and stepped back 
to admire her work. 


“Well, how do I look?” I asked half in hopes, half in fear. 


“Oh, I’m sorry, wait a minute.” She walked over to the dresser and 
got the mirror. 


I got a look at my reflection and was almost overwhelmed! I didn’t 
relize that the little touches and a brushing would change me so. At 
that moment the doctor came in. 


“Good morning . . . Brenda!” he said in surprise. “Why, I didn’t 
realize that you two had been up to so much mischief!” 
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“Morning, doctor. What mischief?” 


“Fishing for a compliment, how like a pretty girl,” he said. “Yes, 
Brenda, you do look lovely this morning.” 


I smiled and quietly thanked him, inwardly, his sincere compliment 
made me feel even prettier. He finished checking me and announced 
that at the end of the week, five days away, I could be discharged. I 
breathed a sigh of relief as I was getting extremely tired of lying in a 
hospital, even one as nice as this. Besides I was looking forward to 
moving in with Jean. 


The rest of the week went quickly and extremely enjoyably. Jean 
taught me the rudiments of makeup and I was able to put my lipstick on 
straight by the end. She had brought me a few peignoirs and negligees, 
in pastel pink and greens, and I spent the time in flowing splendor. 
True to her word, she showed up the first afternoon with a skein of 
pink mohair and two large knitting needles. I struggled with them for 
a while, until I caught on to the trick and then we spent the rest of the 
afternoons and at odd moments, knitting away. I managed to finish 
a great deal and was ready to start on the sleeves. Also during this time, 
tried brushing my hair in different styles. I would always have a little 
bow somewhere in my hair, which was growing much faster and thicker 
with the extra estrogen. But Sunday was suddenly upon us and Monday 
was the big day. 


That evening, I brought up the subject of the next day’s events. 
“Tomorrows the big day, Jean.” 


“Sure is, Brenda. I got home for a while yesterday afternoon, while 
you were napping and got the spare bedroom all fixed up for you.” 


“We haven’t talked about clothes much yet, Jean. Just where am I 
supposed to come up with something to wear?” 


“Part of that’s a surprise, but I did get out this week and pick up a 
few things. You know, even with the sun shining its still autumn here 
in Japan and slightly chilly, so you can expect fall fashions!” 


“Like what?” I said full of curiosity about this new world. 


“Wait till tomorrow, Miss! Curiosity killed the cat!” she teased. 
(Continued in TVia No. 69) 
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IN MEMORIAM 


ANNETTE — THE FAIREST OF THEM ALL 


Marilyn 47-I-1 FPE 

A Chicago businessman with whom Shel (Annette) recently had 

associated, remarked following his death that “You meet a lot of 

people over a lifetime but rarely do you come across the “All Ameri- 
can Boy. And that,” he said, “was Shel.” 


The characterization was indeed accurate, but those of us who knew 
Annette can add: She was “Miss America” as well. 


These words are not said lightly. For it is true that Annette had 
the rare quality of being respected and admired in his masculine self, 
being adored and envied as her feminine personality, and yes, being 
loved dearly in both roles. 
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Hard working, skilled, strong (yet compassionate), highly regarded 
in a line of work which was “strictly masculine”; a wonderful hus- 
band; a fine father. But, transformed to Annette, she was feminine 
perfection: lovely, graceful, soft spoken, delightful in every way. 


Never one to swish, to exaggerate or to otherwise artificially draw 
attention to herself, all eyes nonetheless followed her every step be- 
cause she carried herself gracefully and because she was strikingly 
beautiful. 


Annette always found fun in TVism — as it should be. It was serious 
business to her to expertly prepare herself; still, once dressed and 
made up, the laughter flowed. She was able to laugh at herself but 
never at others. She always brought happiness — and love — to any 
gathering, be it large or small. 


These then are rare qualities: the perfect blend, and the gift of 
joy and laughter for herself and those about her. 


Her physical presence will be missed dearly. But those of us who 
had the great fortune of knowing Annette (and Shel) have been 
touched by her in a manner that allows her to be ever present. 


The “Fairest of Them All” is gone . . . and yet, really, she is here. 


MY FRIEND ANNETTE 


by Maureen 6-J-1 FPE 


Annette (12-F-1 FPE) died today, February 9, 1971, at the age of 
35, of a sudden heart attack. Marilyn phoned me tonight from Seattle 
with the tragic news. I sat there at the phone a long time, numb and 
empty. My chest hurt with the weight of it but I couldn’t cry. 
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Annette was my Councilor in FPE. She cam all the way to Denver 
to interview me. I had been apprehensive as her plane neared that 
day; yet I was at ease with her from the first moment I met her. She 
helped and encouraged me as I took my first steps in FPE. Sometimes 
when something special came up she would phone me long distance 
late at night and we would chat for a few minutes like two excited 
women. 


As I was maturing in FPE I looked to her as my goal. Of all the 
FPs that I’ve known, her life was the best balance between the two 
roles of man and woman. As a man he lived with confidence, moving 
in a masculine world with enthusiasm and satisfaction. He was notably 
successful in his business and his associates stretched up and down the 
west coast, over the Rockies and on into the midwest. One of his 
business friends that knew nothing of Annette described Sheldon as 
the All American Boy. At home in the valley town of his beloved 
Idaho his influence permeated the populace. Everybody I talked to 
seemed to know and respect him. 


He had the rare gift of not taking himself and Annette too seriously. 
He could laugh at the femme side of his life and joke about Annette — 
a woman with human foibles and failings just like any other woman. 
As a woman, Annette was quiet and charming. I want to say she was 
pretty but what I really mean is attractive. Everything about her was 
correct for a woman her age and lifestyle. No pretense, nothing arti- 
ficial that had to be labored over. She was at ease as a woman, a warm 
and friendly person, free of the tendency to overdo the feminine as- 
pects that characterizes some FPs. And much to my surprise both men 
and women were comfortable around her. 


Her public acceptance in the role of Annette was unbelievable. 
When I was with her dressed she would introduce me to a policeman 
friend as casually as to another FP. No one seemed shocked. No one 
gasped. In the unique frame of reference that she had created, this 
was all quite normal to her friends. Because Annette accepted herself, 
it was easy for the world to accept her. At times I would look at this 
woman and marvel. She seemed so happy, so healthy, so well adjusted. 
And there was something else about her that I could never define — 
perhaps a heightened sensitivity to life’s promises, perhaps a quiet 
awareness of the brevity of life. 
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Then one day I met her family; a wonderful GG, a handsome son, 
a tenderly beautiful daughter. I was in their home and it was a plate 
of peace and contentment. There was a naturalness and a balance 
about it all. He was her husband. The children called him Dad. They 
loved and admired him; he loved and cherished them and worked hard 
and long to meet their needs. And yet Annette was there too, in him. 
I could detect no difference in the family attitude as he moved from 
one role to the other. Self restraint and consideration marked the 
activities of Annette so that her fun and satisfaction were not bought 
at the expense of family happiness. 


Idaho was beautiful to me because Annette lived there. On winter 
evenings I would get out my flying maps and go over the route I would 
take in my plane when, come May, I would once again go there. Her 
house on the scenic hill was like a beacon on a dark night, beckoning 
me to come up North. Now the light had gone out. I was sick with 
loneliness. I thought of the loved ones who were left behind and 
prayed quietly for them. It was many hours that night before sleep 
came to release me . . . I tried to write a few words of comfort to those 
dear ones —- 


It was good to have known Sheldon. His life reached far beyond 
the circle of his loved ones to touch others like me. Though he lived 
out his life in the body of a man there was also the spirit of a gentle 
kindly woman living there in the home on the hill — and this is the 
person I really knew. She was my friend, but oh so briefly. My hours 
with her seem so short now — like a walk around the block together. 


This evening before the call came I had been dreaming of the won- 
derful weekend that Annette was planning for us in May, the annual 
gathering at her home of all the girls in the northwest. I had been 
working on a new peach and white dress that I was to wear at her 
banquet. I carefully put it away. I would never finish it. The tears 
came now. I lay back in the chair and wept for my friend Annette. 


Her days have known their number; her life’s work done she has 
moved over the Great Divide. But I will walk again the streets of 
memory with her in the days and years to come. Perhaps I shall never 
again walk up that winding road to her hilltop mecca. But if I do I 
know that in my heart I shall see her there on the lawn, tall, blond and 
good looking, smiling and waiting to greet me. 
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TRIBUTE TO A DEAR FRIEND 
Virginia 


This short note of mine and the two sad tributes which precede it 
are about a dear friend of mine, a girl (and man) whom many of you 
knew, and many did not, yet as Marilyn and Maureen have said much 
more eloquently than I, she exemplified so much of what these pages 
over the years have tried to teach. She had really achieved self accep- 
tance and comfort with herself. It wasn’t always so. I met Sheldon and 
his wife Gail (and Annette) way back in 1960. They hadn’t been married 

wnlong and they were in the throes of marital adjustment to each other 
and to Femmpersonation as so many of us have been. They sought the 
help of myself and my then wife. We rendered what we could to them 
and I guess it helped because the marriage continued, produced two 
wonderful children and produced many, many friends both FP and 
otherwise. I would be unfair and in a sense dishonest to paint a perfect 
picture of domestic bliss. These two people were human and as such 
they had their differences, their trials and tribulations but they also had 
each other, a family, a host of friends and a great deal of appreciation, 
admiration and respect from all who knew them. These are the things 
that count. 


For those who don’t know but who happen to have copies of TVia 
No, 5 stashed away somewhere, get it out and look at it. Annette was 
our first Cover Girl — way back when. Compare the pictures then with 
the one at the head of these memorials. It is easy to see the growth, the 
acceptance and the openness that developed in those years. I never 
ceased to marvel at the way in which she had proceeded with her FP 
life in a small town where she was known to a majority of the people. 
Probably everybody did not know of the Annette behind Sheldon, but 
plenty of people did and accepted Annette as just part of Sheldon. He 
was so “up-front” with it all, so disingenous and so relaxed and self 
accepting about Annette that even those who might have been moti- 
vated to disapprove or condemn found it very difficult to do so. The 
parties at the home of Annette and Gail which have been written up 
in past issues of TVia were very unique social experiences. With all 
of the rest of us running in and out of the house, his children and his 
employees and various friends from the town came up to say hello or 
to do business and the presence of the rest of us, some readable and 
some not, just didn’t disturb anybody. Sheldon had made the matter 
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of acceptance of Annette so broad and all encompassing that the rest 
of us were carried along in it and accepted equally. The idea of disap- 
proval or condemnation just didn’t get past the front door so if we 
were friends of Annettes we were friends of theirs and it didn’t make 
any difference whether they were business people, police detectives or 
truck drivers we were taken at face value as friends. 


The news of Annette’s death came as a particular shock to me. Not 
only was it the loss of an old and dear friend but the fact that I had 
stayed with Sheldon in his apartment in Chicago on Thursday and 
Friday, he had gone with me to the two TV appearances made in 
Chicago, been at the Chi party on Saturday night, gone part way 
to the airport with me on Sunday morning and then to learn from 
Maureen in Denver by long distance phone to me in Bloomington, 
Indiana that Sheldon-Annette had left us on Tuesday — just two days 
after I’d last seen him — was really a terrible shock. 


In conclusion I can only say that the things said by Marilyn, 
Maureen and myself about Sheldon-Annette afe true but the fact that 
they are said after his departure leads me to the inescapable thought — 
wouldn’t it have been great if we had said those things to Sheldon or 
Annette when we were there with one or the other? Isn’t it sad that 
all the nice things we feel about someone somehow don’t get said until 
an obituary piece becomes in order? Perhaps each of you who read 
these lines might dwell on them for a moment. Think of those in your 
own lives both relatives and friends whom you love, respect, admire, 
and enjoy — why not tell them now when they can hear it and be 
warmed by your appreciation. Death coming as unexpectedly as it 
does you might never get another chance. We loved Annette, I hope 
she knew it, but I regret most poignantly as I write this that I didn’t 
personally say it to her in so many words while she was with us. I 
shall try to do so with those who still remain in contact. Why don’t 
you do the same? 


We also lost other sisters in 1970 — Deanna from Baltimore, Myrtle 
from Wisconsin and others less well-known. The fact that considerable 
space has been devoted to Annette is not intended to slight anyone else. 
It is due to the fact that, a) Marilyn and Maureen sent in their contri- 
butions and I, of course, had to add mine because, b) Annette was 
something special as you have read — she was one of the real pioneers 
of our movement and a dear friend. 
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Kitty — Mass. 


Janet — Wisc. 


ELLEN AND ALLEN 


Unknown — ee — 


We didn’t expect to get away with it, Ellen and me. Ellen — that’s my 
twin sister (I’m Allen) and I were going all the way to Boston all by 
ourselves to spend the summer with our grandma. That was the sum- 
mer when we were nine, but Mother and Dad said we were old enough 
and intelligent enough to go by ourselves as long as we didn’t get off the 
train anywhere and besides we had a compartment all to ourselves. 


The reason we were going was this: Dad was going on a lectureship 
to England for a year and Mother wanted to go and study art in the 
British Museum. Anyway they decided that it would be better if we 
didn’t go with them (but they never asked us either!) But since Grand- 
ma (that’s Mother’s mother) had wanted us to come and stay with her, 
why, then Ellen and I would go there for the summer and maybe until 
Christmas time when Mother would come back. Well, it was better 
than staying in Chicago. (Everything is better than staying in Chica- 
go!). 


So the last we saw of Mother and Dad, they kissed us goodbye in 
the train compartment. The last thing Mother said to us: “Behave 
yourselves now—both of you.” Then we were gone, pulling out of the 
station. 


Mother’s last remark, even after so many years, hangs in my mind; 
at least, we heard it often enough, from day to day. But that time, she 
meant something more than the usual run of the mill admonishment. 


Now, we weren’t any better or any worse than the average run of 
kids — or should I say twins — because twins can concentrate their ef- 
forts a little more. So in a way I guess we did get in a little more 
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trouble than some kids, but it was never just for the sake of being bad. 
There were always so many things to see and do—and they can say 
what they want, the kids of a college professor don’t have it all that 
easy. You always have to be extra special good when you have com- 
pany and you have to always say clever things, and your mother is al- 
ways taking you to see a psychiatrist because everyone else is having 
their kids analyzed. Now I don’t want to say that I wasn’t equally 
guilty, but it always seemed like Ellen was the one who got us into 
things; she was always the leader but that was alright with me. Some- 
times she wanted to do things that I didn’t want to do—or didn’t want 
to do the things I did, but after all, she was my twin sister, and well, 
that was that. 


Anyway, we both shared everything—we both had to take piano les- 
sons, and Ellen always insisted on going fishing with Dad and me— 
which was alright with me because I don’t care for it that much. One 
time, I remember Dad saying that Ellen should have been the boy and 
me the girl. I don’t know if he was joking or not—but instead of feel- 
ing mad about it, I felt kinda good. In fact, I thought a lot about it 
for several days. Ellen must have known it, because one afternoon she 
said—Let’s trade! Well, she meant I was to take her place, and she 
mine, and I thought she was kinda nuts and I told her so, but she had 
it all figured out. Mother had our haircuts pretty much the same— 
“Eton style” she called it, and beyond that, there wasn’t much differ- 
ence between us. Mother says we're “fraternal twins” whatever that is, 
but everyone always says we’re identical twins and most of the time, 
the only way you can tell us apart is when Ellen is wearing a dress. 


So, after we went to bed that night, Ellen got up and took off her 
nightgown and gave it to me, and she took my pajamas and we got 
into each other’s beds. The next morning, Mother woke us up, and 
since we had to go to the piano teacher’s for our lessons, I put on one 
of Ellen’s dresses and off we went. It was real fun, too. 


It only lasted two days though. Mother noticed the difference al- 
though we were real careful and she got very mad and we both got 
spanked. 


And she told Dad and he got mad and would have spanked us again, 
except she stopped him. She also told the psychiatrist and he asked us 
a lot of silly questions. We didn’t do it again for a while, but then we 
started in again but only for short whiles when nobody would notice 
us. 
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Anyway, we were on the train for Boston, and maybe Mother figured 
we were planning something, but we weren’t—at least I wasn’t. It 
wasn’t too long before Ellen had another of her ideas, tho. 


“Hey, stupid. Do you want to play a joke on Grandma?” “What?” 
“Oh, you know—let’s trade again and see how long before she finds 
out. She hasn’t seen us in ages, come on!” 


Well, I didn’t know, because if Mother found out, she would be as 
mad as anything, but like I said, Ellen is always pretty much the leader 
and so we locked the door and we traded clothes, right down to the 
underwear. We even traded seats. And we rode all the way to Boston 
like that. Except that we had to stop in Philadelphia for an hour while 
they changed engines or something and Ellen told me to wait for her and 
she ran out of the train. I was pretty worried and when the porter put 
his head in the door and smiled and asked “Where’s your brother, 
little miss?,” I felt like crying. But pretty soon Ellen came back. Only 
she didn’t look like Ellen anymore. She had gone to a barber shop in 
the terminal and gotten herself a real short haircut. “You’re gonna get 
in trouble!” I told her. I knew how mad Mother would be—and Grand- 
ma too. But Ellen didn’t seem worried. “That’s why I got it,”she 
said. “This way, nobody will ever think that we’ve traded places.” 


And they didn’t either. When we got to Boston, Grandma was there 
with her big car and a driver with a uniform hat on and she took us 
to her house. And it was really funny, because she didn’t give Ellen a 
lot of attention, only me. 


It went on like that for a while. As soon as she’d eaten in the morn- 
ing, Ellen would run outside, while Grandma would keep me with her. 
Sometimes, we’d leave Ellen with the chauffeur and Grandma and I 
would go to funny little parties with some other old ladies or we’d go 
shopping or something. It was kind of nice for a while and I really felt 
sorry for Ellen because Grandma was playing favorites—anybody 
could see that! But Ellen didn’t mind; she’d found an old bicycle and 
she was running all over on it. One thing made me mad though—that 
was when we went to the beach and Ellen ran around in just trunks and 
I had to wear a silly bathing suit with a top on it that was always pull- 
ing up or down or sideways. Once I took it off and Grandma was so 
mad I thought she was going to turn blue. She gave me a real long 
lecture on what young ladies were expected to do and wear in public 
and I was so mad I nearly told her everything, except I didn’t because 
I was afraid she’d be even madder. 
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We had to keep on taking piano lessons, which I didn’t mind be- 
cause I really liked them, and this time we had a kind of funny little 
man with an accent who’d stand and rock back and forth while we 
played. He always bowed when he came and when he left and he had 
a funny pair of glasses on a string which he’d put on his nose, and 
close his eyes and listen. I don’t think he ever looked through them— 
just listened. Ellen would always rush through her lessons so she could 
go back outside, but I always tried to have him stay a little longer. He 
must have told Grandma something because she was always telling me 
I had talent and she always wanted me to practice. Sometimes she’d 
want me to play the piano for some of her friends. 


Well, pretty soon summer ended and we had to go to school, only 
Grandma decided I should go to a special academy; she let Ellen go to 
the public school though. 


A couple of times I asked Ellen whether we shouldn’t change back. 
“Anyway,” I told her, “Mother and Dad will be home at Christmas- 
time and then we’ll have to—or we’ll really be in for it.” But she just 
wouldn’t have any part of it. “Are you kidding? In the first place I 
don’t want to—and don’t tell me you aren’t enjoying yourself running 
around to little tea parties with Granny’s theater friends. Not to men- 
tion what she’d think of it!” That, of course, was something else. 
Nevertheless, I thought it was all over when we had to get our physical 
examinations for entering school (that was because we were from out 
of state). I was really scared in the doctor’s office and not because I was 
scared of the doctor. 


It was real funny though. Later I could understand why: You see 
this was Boston and Grandma was one of the Old Citizens and when 
she took us both into the examination room and sat there—well, the 
closest the doctor came to the truth was when he put a stethoscope on 
our chests to listen to our hearts—on the outside of our clothes. 


So Ellen went to school as a boy—and I guess she must have had a 
ball from the way she came home. / never got that dirty—when I was 
boy. 


Grandma sent me to this academy for young ladies. Which is just 
another name for a private school. We still had lessons and homework, 
but we had a few other things too. I had several hours a day of piano 
lessons now and I even started taking ballet lessons. That was an awful 
lot of fun, but I sure felt clumsy for a long time. Ellen used to make 


36 


fun of me all the time, but I told her if she hadn’t gotten so smart- 
alecky, it would have been her that was taking toe lessons and not me, 
but of course, that didn’t shut her up. 


Ill never forget that Christmas, because it wasn’t really Christmas at 
all. Mother caught influenza in London and never came home. Dad 
flew back to Boston and we had the funeral just eight days before 
Christmas. I think the saddest part was seeing him when he first came 
—he was so pale and looked so sad and didn’t say anything for a long 
time, just held Ellen and me real tight. After the funeral, he and Grand- 
ma must have had a long talk, because they decided then that I was to 
go live with him in Illinois, and Ellen would stay with Grandma most 
of the time so that she could continue her lessons, and so on. Only, of 
course, it was the other way around. And the day after Christmas, it 
was Ellen who rode off with him, and me that stayed with Grandma. 
After they left, Grandma spent most of the day telling me all about the 
future, even including my debutant ball, which sounded exciting, but 
I knew it would never last that long. In fact, I didn’t know which one 
would find out firs-—Dad or Grandma, that they each had the wrong 
kid. 


But that didn’t happen because there was a terrible blizzard in Ohio 
and both Dad and Ellen were killed so — I was an orphan then. I’m 
sorry, but I just don’t like remembering that Christmas. It wasn’t funny 
— but kind of odd — that when I finally went back to school, the teacher 
was reading a poem to the class about this guy whose twin brother dies 
— only somehow they bury the wrong one. Well, when she read that and 
everybody was laughing, I started in crying — and couldn’t stop because 
all I could think about was Ellen being buried — only it was my name. 
Finally the lady who ran the school took me home and Grandma put 
me to bed. The next morning she told me she thought it best I stay out 
of school for a while and a few weeks later, she decided we ought to go 
to Florida to help forget things. 


We stayed in Florida for nearly a year—until the next fall. Anyway, 
when we went back to Boston, this time, I went to a different school, 
but it was a lot like the first. Grandma had insisted I keep up with my 
piano lessons, and she also had a tutor come in. One week during the 
summer though, we had to go to Chicago; Grandma sold our house 
and she packed everything up and shipped it all to Boston. When she 
was going through Dad’s papers she found Ellen’s birth certificate and 
she kept that apart. Later on, I figured she thought it was mine. Come 
to think of it, it was—now ... 
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During the next two years—until I was thirteen, things went pretty 
well. I kept going to school, of course, and taking more lessons. By 
now, I was told, I was becoming quite good at the piano. Anyway at 
the same time, Grandma and I grew more close. I mean, we each one 
were the only family the other had any more, so it was all very natural. 
She was always giving me presents and new clothes and everything. 


Sometimes I used to go in the spare bedroom and look at the paper 
in the little box on the dresser. That’s where Grandma kept the birth 
certificate. I used to look at it sometimes and get a real funny feeling. 
I guessed that I’d always wanted to be a girl anyway—and here was a 
piece of paper telling me I was. And I really was at that... 


But when I was thirteen, I got this skin problem. I’'d been growing of 
course, just like anybody, but Grandma would sometimes look at me 
really funny, you know, and then she would hint about something 
strange happening and I really didn’t know what it was. Something 
about a delayed “menarche” whatever that was. I heard her talking to 
the doctor one day about it, over the telephone. Well, anyway, the doc- 
tor wanted to examine me—and I knew right then that I was going to 
be in trouble very soon. 


Well, I was right too. The doctor that examined me took just one 
look at me, asked two questions and went back out. About thirty sec- 
onds later, Grandma came steaming through the door. Boston or no 
Boston, she was going to see this for herself! Well, between the two of 
them shouting at me, I couldn’t explain it very well, but eventually I 
did. Then the doctor started talking about a psychiatric consultation 
and then Grandma got mad at him and we left then. She didn’t say a 
word to me all the way home, just kept looking at me. A couple of 
times I thought I saw her lip tremble like she wanted to cry, but 
couldn’t. When we got home, she sent me to my room and told me to 
stay there until she sent for me. Well, I did cry, when I got there. I 
mean, I wasn’t so much embarrassed or ashamed of myself—like the 
doctor kept telling me I should be. But I was awfully sorry about dis- 
appointing Grandma that way. She so much wanted to raise up a 
granddaughter, instead of a grandson. That made me awfully sad too, 
for it meant I wouldn’t be able to wear all the nice clothes she had got- 
ten for me, and the thought of getting my hair cut off was almost too 
much to think about. One thing I knew—I didn’t want to go back to 
being a boy again—even if I could remember how to—it had been so 
long. 
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I didn’t see Grandma for two whole days. The cook brought a tray 
up to my room at meal times, but otherwise I was alone. Apparently 
Grandma hadn’t told her anything yet, because the cook called me 
“Miss Ellen” like always. 


On the third morning, Grandma sent word that she wanted to see me. 
I don’t know if she did or not, but I knew I wanted to see her. Before 
I went downstairs, I made sure I looked my best. I brushed my hair 
carefully and put on a green satin dress that grandma had bought me 
just a couple of weeks before and that I knew she liked real well. 


She was sitting in the library and I went in and closed the door be- 
hind me. “Ellen?” she said. Well, I had planned on saying a few 
things to her, but somehow I never got to say them because all I wanted 
to do was run and put my arms around her—which I did and tell her 
how sorry I was. By the time Grandma got around to saying what she 
wanted to, there wasn’t much need, because we both knew how the 
other one felt. 


“Ellen dear, there’s nothing to forgive. We just have a little problem 
to solve and we’re both going to have to be brave about it. I’m not go- 
ing to let anything take my granddaughter away from me now. And 
I’m so glad that you feel the same way. I thought you did, but I wanted 
to make sure and you’ve helped me reach a decision. I’ve been doing a 
little planning the last two days—and here’s what we’re going to 
do...” 


Well, it sounded pretty simple, but it wasn’t as it turned out; and it 
sounded pretty scary, and believe me!—if I had known ahead of time 
what was going to happen, I probably would have died on the spot. 
That same afternoon, we went to see this sort of funny little old lady 
doctor away out in the country in a small town. It turned out she and 
Grandma had gone to school together many, many years ago. Well, 
anyway she gave me a couple of shots and a lot of pills and we came 
home; but twice a week, we drove all the way back out there and she 
gave me another shot. Sometimes she gave me more pills, but not 
every time. For a long time, I didn’t know what was supposed to hap- 
pen from the shots, but then one day I started to notice. My skin 
cleared up pretty well and my chest got pretty sore. But it also started 
to get bigger and even though it hurt, it made me very happy. About 
eight months after I started, the lady doctor told Grandma that “you’d 
better think about buying some sort of support garment. Ah, Ellen 
here will be having a definite need for one very soon.” Which was a 
nice way of saying I needed a brassiere. 
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I guess all girls are excited over their first brassiere, but I was even 
more so because it meant that not only was I becoming a big girl, but 
because I wasn’t really a girl to begin with, it meant that I was at least 
becoming one. 


After a little more than a year, I was already bigger than most of the 
girls at the academy. It also meant that Grandma had to buy me a lot 
of new clothes which was the most fun because they weren’t little girl 
clothes anymore. Even though I thought her tastes were a little old- 
fashioned sometimes, I still got a very nice wardrobe with a lot of 
yummy blouses and some swell skirts that fitted real tight around my 
hips. That surprised me too because I was so excited over my bosom 
(Grandma slapped me for calling them “breasts” one time!) that I 
never noticed how my hips had gotten bigger. Anyway, I also got my 
first long dress then too. You see, I had been invited to play at a concert 
—not as a real concert artist, but as a young student. But it was a for- 
mal concert nonetheless and all us girls had to wear long dresses. We 
bought a long white taffeta dress with a full skirt. It had a strapless 
top which I was excited about, but Grandma made me wear the fitted 
jacket that went with it. Anyway, when I took my bow on the stand, I 
thought Grandma was going to bust a stay. 


Of course, there was still a problem and the following summer that 
was solved. We went up into Maine—and Grandma surprised me when 
she told me about it, because it was a place where girls go who get— 
well, everybody knows about it, so there’s no point in talking about it. 


I must admit I didn’t enjoy it at all—not any part of it because it was 
all very painful and I had to lie in bed for several weeks and they 
wouldn’t even let me move. The only thing that made it bearable at 
all was that Grandma had brought me a record player and every piano 
album she could find. That—and the single thought that had brought 
me to this place: when I went back to Boston that fall—I would really 
be a girl. 


Life changed so much for me after that! Of course, you might expect 
it to, but really it all seems so symbolic now. In reality I had been a 
girl for years before that. To be sure, the changes—if such they were— 
were brought about by the hands of a doctor, but they all happened 
about the right time, so to speak, and in the end, nothing was changed, 
save a problem had been solved. 
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I really think the fact that life seemed so much fuller after that was a 
question of maturity rather than anything else. I continued with my 
music; the ballet had been dropped long before as a hopeless cause, but 
I must admit that certain after effects were beneficial—speaking mod- 
estly of course, I retained a certain litheness and ease of movement that 
was most impressive. Or so I’ve been told. 


I graduated from the academy when I was eighteen. I was introduced 
to Society that same spring along with several other girls, for Grandma 
couldn’t see the need for an expensive private ball. I “came out” at a 
charity ball which always receives a lot of publicity and I shall always 
treasure—as what girl wouldn’t—the photo from the N.Y. Times 
showing me in my Paris dress and long white gloves dancing with my 
partner (a Harvard pre-law student and a perfect fink!) while the text 
underneath read: 


“THE BELLE OF THE BALL and underneath ‘Miss Ellen 
Bainbridge, granddaughter of Mrs. Henry Sloane of Boston (The 
Sloans of Boston, I might remind you.) is shown here at her debu- 
tante appearance in Boston Society at the Annual Boston Chari- 
ties Ball. Her partner is Charles Montgomery IV currently of Har- 
vard (and a perfect fink!). Miss Bainbridge leaves for Paris to con- 
tinue her study of music at the Julliard Conservatory in Septem- 
ber.” 


That’s right—I made the big time. Julliard—the major leagues. 
Paris—mmmmm, I can hardly wait! But it will be a little sad, being 
away from the person who has meant so much to my life. She has been 
truly wonderful to me. The only place we disagree is on my choice of 
music as a life’s career, rather than marrying and having a family. But 
life is a long time living—and maybe I’ll change my mind as well. In 
the meantime, its the farthest thing from my mind — what with the 
phone ringing and everybody calling me up to congratulate me. 


Can you imagine the nerve of that fink Charles Montgomery, the 
IV? After promising to keep it a secret, he called up every newspaper in 
town to announce our engagement. Can you imagine a sneaking fink 
like that for a husband? Of course — maybe his mother announced it 
... That wouldn’t make him such a fink, now would it? 
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There once was a fellow called RIP 

Who eased himself into a slip 

But his temperature rose as he slipped on his hose 
For our Rip was a pip ina slip. 


While nylons and panties and other such scanties 
Were our hero’s favorite undies 

It would be remiss not to mention his bliss 
When he wears his pink dress out on Sundays. 


Now he knows how it feels to wear pretty high heels 
And the tug of a girdle and bra 

And the swell of his breasts when attached to his chest 
Made him exclaim “Oh Ma-Ma!” 


But the lady-like walk and the feminine talk 
Were facets that he had to work on 

If a Jewel he would be — not a he but a she 
He must sparkle brighter than zircon. 


But those cherry-stained lips after business trips 
Were hard to explain to friend wife 

So he had to tell and did it so well 

The she accepted this part of his life. 


Now he “pays his way” — proves he loves her each day 
And life for them both is now good 

For each one must give so that each one may live 

And neither would change if they could. 
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SCREEN SCENES 
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I wrote a film review of The Christine Jorgenson Story (TVia No. 
65), and it started me thinking about all of the FP scenes I had seen 
in movies over the years. 


I thought it might be helpful to have a list of the ones I have run 
across. If you watch television, you might catch one of these on the 
Late Show or the Late Late Show or the Early Show. I knew I missed 
a few, but I tried to cover the ones I knew of. 


‘DRAMAS 

Psycho: This was one of the most famous of the thrillers. Like most 
of this ilk, the FP scenes involve a killer. This is one with a switch. 
Tony Perkins thinks he is his mother, and as “her” slays any woman 
who stays at the scary motel. It is a shocker and a good flick, but it 
doesn’t help the FP image if people think all of us are like that. 


No Way To Treat A Lady: Rod Steiger uses several disguises to 
get close enough to (what else?) kill women. One of the disguises is a 
prostitute and was used on victim four or five. It is a brief scene, but 
the film demonstrates Steiger’s versatility. 


Thunderball: This James Bond movie opens with the super spy 
having a fist fight with a “widow.” It has nothing to do with the rest 
of the movie, but the resurgence of the Bond films around the country 
makes it fairly accessible. 


In Like Flint: Another super sleuth show. This time it is James 
Coburn as the sleuth and Lee J. Cobb (remember Death of a Salesman?) 
dons a dress in order to get into Fabulous Face Beauty Spa. It is a silly 
show, and might have been more appropriate under comedies. 
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Homicidal: This is a pretty obvious imitation of Psycho. It wasn’t 
done as well, and I still can’t figure out which switch was which. 


Velvet Claws: This one goes back a’ number of years. It was a 
Perry Mason movie (not the television series). Anyway, Paul Drake 
is assigned to follow a woman suspect and “dresses” briefly (meaning 
for a few minutes, not in a mini). 


The Damned: Here’s a recent one showing the corrupt life of the 
high command in war time Germany. Helmut Berger does a Marlene 
Dietrich impersonation. 


COMEDIES 

There are rafts of these. 

Some Like It Hot: Probably the best, not to mention the one 
with the longest FP scenes. For those who may not know of it, Jack 
Lemmon and Tony Curtis join an all girl band to escape from some 
gangsters. A really funny and well done show. It makes my feminine 
little sides ache every time I see it. As an aside, I saw it four times when 
it was first released, and I have tuned in for all of the television reruns. 


Carry On Constable and Carry On Cabby: Two of the well known 
“carry on” series had FP scenes. In Constable two of the crew imper- 
sonate women while looking for department store thieves. In Cabby 
the wives of cab drivers start up a competing company and one of the 
guys dresses as a girl to infiltrate the enemy camp. 


What Did You Do In the War, Daddy?: WW II again, this time 
in Italy with Dick Shawn doing a brief FP scene. 


High Time: Bing Crosby does a “Charley’s Aunt’ maneuver. 
Hardly worth it. 


On the Double: Danny Kaye fools the Germans (who else?). His 
Marlene Dietrich (who else?) number is kind of funny. 


At War with the Army: Jerry Lewis wears bobby sox and an off 
the shoulder blouse to get off an Army base. 


I Was A Male War Bride: Cary Grant? Yup. This is a funny show 
The FP scene involves his attempt to get on a ship dressed as an Army 
nurse. The scene occurs near the end, but the whole show is worth 
watching, especially if you like Cary Grant. 
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A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum: This show is 
a gas (laughing gas, that is). Phil Silvers and Jack Gilford do a short 
FP scene, but wipe away the tears of laughter or you’ll miss it. 


Candy: On the whole a funny show, despite the uproar. I doubt 
it will be seen on television. The FP scene is really short and comes 
out of nowhere in the middle of the show and quickly returns to no- 
where, which is just as well considering. 


Bob Hope did six films that I know of with FP scenes. All of the 
scenes are short and slapstick. 


They Got Me Covered: Hope ina lady’s bathing suit. 
Lemon Drop Kid: He’s an old lady to catch some crooks. 
Road to Singapore: This time in a sarong. 

Road to Zanzibar: This time in a harem girl’s outfit. 


Road to Rio: Here he does a Spanish woman with a Carmen 
Miranda (remember her?) type of hat. 


Road to Hong Kong: Both Hope and Crosby are in Hong Kong 
sarongs for about three seconds. 


Two of the teen age beach films have FP scenes. There may be more 
than two, but I have trouble paying attention to these films. 


Sky Party: Dwayne Hickman (Dobie Gillis series) and someone 
else do fairly extensive FP scenes in ski pants mostly. 


Beach Ball: Tune in for the last fifteen minutes of this one and 
you’ll see Ed Byrnes and others don skirts to get away from some 
police. They even do a rock number as “girls.” 


I know of two sort of Documentaries. 


The Queen I’ve never seen, but judging from the reviews I'll save 
my money. It is apparently a record of the annual HS “drag ball.” 
Not really my bag of ribbons, but maybe I shouldn’t judge it from the 
reviews. 
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The Christine Jorgenson Story: For this one I refer you to the 
earlier article. 


There are two of what I call “semis.” They’re not really FP scenes, 
but they’re not non-FP scenes either. 


Goodbye Charlie: In this a playboy is reincarnated as a girl. Now 
all of the FPism takes place in the viewer’s mind since Debbie Reynolds 
plays the reincarnatee. 


White Christmas: If NBC holds true to form, you can catch this 
one every year. Danny Kaye and Bing Crosby roll up their pant legs 
and put on some jewelry to sing a number called “Sisters” while the 
GGs get away from some police. 


See why I call them “‘semis’’? 


A final word about television shows. There have been FP scenes in 
a number of shows from Laugh-In to Mission: Impossible. Once I 
even saw an FP scene in an old Superman show. 


The problem is that the television shows are on a hit or miss basis. 
Even if you watch reruns closely, it is hard to know in advance which 
show to watch because many of the individual shows of a series are 
untitled. 


About the only thing you can do is watch for performers who often 
dress for one reason or another. Flip Wilson’s “Geraldine” is a fairly 
regular feature of his show. Danny Kay and Milton Berle are two 
others who sometimes show up in an FP segment. Other than that you 
just have to keep your fingers (polished, of course) crossed, girls. 


Editors Review: I recently had the opportunity to see the new movie 
titled “DINAH EAST” in which the female lead is played by a male. 
It is naturally interesting to FPs because of this and I must say that it 
is pretty well done as far as sets and the other characterizations are 
concerned. They had a $700,000 budget which while not high as pic- 
tures go was nevertheless a fair piece of change to spend when there 
were no big name people involved. It is, however, no great shakes as 
far as drama is concerned. If it had been done by a large studio it would 
still be a “B” picture because the whole thing revolves around the fact 
that the heroine — a famous movie actress — dies and turns out to have 
been a male all the time. 
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The picture opens with her dying in her car of some mysterious and 
never explained ailment. The ambulance takes her to a local mortuary 
where the mortician, being a necrophiliac (lover of corpses) among 
other things, lecherously leers over the body preparatory to doing his 
“thing.” As he pulls away the blouse he finds a flat chest which disap- 
points him mightily and he then pulls away the lower garments to 
make a further disappointing discovery. However, so it shouldn’t be 
a total loss as the old story says, he makes a little gravy by telling the 
startling news to reporters and the story breaks. All the rest of the pic- 
ture then is devoted to flashbacks as to how the various people in her 
life came to know her and how they take the shock of learning the 
truth. During her reign as a movie queen she has adopted a son who 
is about 20 or so at the time of his/her death. The most dramatic 
moment in the picture is when he says, “I don’t care what she was, I 
loved my mother.” This most anyone can identify with. 


As for Dinah herself, I felt the acting was rather stiff and unreal not 
just in the way that an amateur actress would play it but in the special 
way that one would expect a drag queen or impersonator to perform 
when faced with the task of really have to portray a real female and 
not the caricature and burlesque of a woman which they usually do. 
There is just a certain stiffness and unfamiliarity with the role that 
seemed somehow even different than would be the case if you just took 
a man and put him in a woman’s role. The costuming and general get 
ups were pretty good most of the picture but in several scenes it was 
my feeling that she wasn’t too convincing, at least I could read her, but 
maybe I’m either too prejudiced or too knowledgeable about males in 
dresses. But in any case go see the show if it comes your way, it’s inter- 
esting and kind of fascinating when you know the heroine is a hero in 
reality. 


A NEW NOVELLETTE NOW AVAILABLE 

I take this means of letting you know that we have another new 
novellette titled, “It’s All In The Family” —- 39 pages, $3 like the other 
medium length stories. As I have written before I can’t afford to print 
large runs and then hold them over a period of years. Thus I’m printing 
only 400 copies of this story and the others like the Martin to Marion 
series so if you want any of them order now and don’t delay. TVia is- 
sues are available for months and sometimes years after printing but 
these are not going to be so get with it. The sooner one is sold out the 
sooner the money has accumulated to do the next. 
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PARTICLE <= 
: 


GO AHEAD — BE A“TATTLE-TAIL” 


Ree Linda Jean 20-B-1 FPE 


What do I say and how do I say it? Do I have the “guts” to come 
right out and say what I feel? These were some of the questions I had 
to ask myself when I first thought of “tattling” on myself. The answer 
was the same in all cases: “Maybe next time.” How many of us have 
lost sleep, I wonder, berating ourselves for procrastinating this way? 
How many times have we been irritable because we wanted to “dress” 
but couldn’t because of company? And how many heartaches have we 
brought upon ourselves by not giving someone a chance to understand? 
I'd hate to attempt a guess on my own part. At times it’s been a hell of 
my own making and it seems so unfounded when I consider it. 


No, sisters, I have no universal answer. Each of us must find it for 
herself. But find it we must. The reasons are legion and apply in almost 
every case. We can’t spend all our time in the boudoir. It is not only 
unfeasable and lonely but does exactly the opposite of what we intended 
in the first place. We are what we are because an important part of us 
cries for recognition; for release. And so we give life and substance to 
her and she gives us our sanity. She gives us much more, even, than 
this. Are we, then, ashamed of her to the point of hiding her from the 
world? Most of us are shocked to think of a parent who is so ashamed 
of a crippled child that it is kept in virtual seclusion. But we do the same 
with ourselves and we lose a dear part of ourselves in the process. 


Let’s examine the process. We dress and feel like a complete person. 
We feel great; at ease; at peace with the world. The cares of the day 
are gone as we become our femmeselves. Then, just as we relax, we have 
visitors. So Jane or Margaret or Sally goes back into the closet. The 
cares of the day are with us again and we are ill-at-ease with our guests. 


They notice this and become uneasy also. Perhaps they cut the visit 
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short. Perhaps, also, they don’t return. But it’s late and there is no 
time for the peace of mind we sought. Does the girl within suffer our 
wrath for embarrassing us? Is she left in the closet more and more be- 
cause of our apprehension of visitors? Does she, after a time, return to 
the limbo from which we called her? If so I'd hazard a guess as to the 
end result. Want to hear it? It’s not pretty. We’re hard to get along 
with. We have few friends. Perhaps we have ulcers, indigestion, and 
we’re mad at the world. If this is what you want you may as well get 
used to the idea now. Familiarity breeds contempt and if we are the 
sole contact with our femmeself we will grow to hate her for what we 
feel she has done to us. I don’t know how you feel but I shudder to 
think how close I came to losing Linda. 


So now we know what happens when we make the bedroom our 
sanctuary and exclude everyone else from our femmelives. What to do 
about it? The first thing, to my way of thinking, is to open the door and 
step into the light of day. The light blinds us until we realize it’s be- 
cause we’ve been in the dark for so long. But, as people find out what 
we're really like, the light that blinded us becomes a glow, soft and ef- 
fervescent, and we can see clearly that what counts is not what we are or 
how we dress but what we mean to our friends. If they know we are 
decent and they are real friends, it shouldn’t make any difference. So 
we tell a friend. We explain what it means. But how about neighbors? 
What happens if a stranger finds out. I’d say that it’s better to be hon- 
est than to have the neighbors and God knows who else thinking there’s 
a queer loose in the area. We must use judgment and common sense 
but something must be done to show the truth before it’s too late. In 
the hope that it may help someone, I'll tell you how I went about it. 
I don’t mean to imply that I’m any braver than any of the rest of you. 
Or that I knew what I’d do if worst came to worst. I simply decided 
that if femmepersonation is not wrong or bad, what have I got to hide? 
I was groping in the dark for a way but the old adage applies here 
quite well. “Where there’s a will there’s a way.” That girl you’ve known 
for so long has all the feminine wiles you'll ever need. 


In my first attempt to communicate my ideas on the subject, it was 
my wife whom I told. I shan’t go into details because there isn’t any- 
thing to tell. Unlike most GG’s mine was with me from the start. I 
didn’t tell her until after we were married. I don’t know why but it 
wasn’t important in the long run. For most it will be. And if she loves 
you for yourself she should try to understand. If she doesn’t under- 
stand or doesn’t want to I have no solution. We must live with our- 
selves but we cannot force others to live with us. Get used to the idea 
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and, while it may not make you any happier, at least you’ll be accept- 
ing yourself. This is a great part of the battle. 


So someone close to me knew and accepted. But she loved me. How 
about someone else with no love to lean on? I couldn’t bring myself 
to do it. I fought this thing as surely as a soldier fights for his life. I 
used every dirty trick in the book and wrote a new one in the process. 
And I paid for it. I’m still paying for it. Just for the record I didn’t 
know what I was fighting. I didn’t even know why I had such a terrible 
urge to wear dresses. I had all the wrong ideas and it was such a relief 
to find out how wrong I’d been that I decided to tell all my close 
friends, family, and neighbors. I am still “tattling’” on myself. It isn’t 
any easier with each successive telling. There are still butterflies. But 
the words come easier and with more assurance each time. Here’s how 
it all started. 


I found that wonderful publication, “Transvestia,” in a bookstore 
and, after twenty years of wondering, learned what it’s all about. This 
became my tool for chipping away the foundations of ignorance and 
misunderstanding we must all cope with. It was quite some time yet 
before I had worked up the courage necessary as this was all so new to 
me. But with the inspiration of others and a little determination on my 
own part I began to see opportunities I had previously overlooked. For 
instance: Almost every day there is the opportunity to defend verbally 
someone who has the courage to be different. If we do not we have 
passed up a great opportunity and we are guilty of apathy. If we ex- 
pect others to understand us, it should be up to us to show the way by 
understanding those who are being persecuted. 


The most important opportunity for me happened to be the calender. 
As I live in a rural community there are a different set of circumstances 
to deal with in any situation although at certain times anything goes. 
And, as one of these times, Halloween, was approaching it became a 
most important time in my program. At that time I could lay the foun- 
dation for what must come later. 


My first “victim” was my closest friend, a hunting companion, a 
good conversationalist, and a student of psychology. I felt I was putting 
our friendship on the line, but the reward was greater than any risk 
and I was pretty determined to try. So, one Sunday, I suggested it might 
be fun to dress as a woman for Halloween and see if I could get away 
with it. He agreed and was amenable to the idea of going along as a 
“date.” Even said I'd probably look pretty good as a woman. 
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Well, to make a long story short, on the big night we went out to a 
restaurant and went all over the neighborhood, etc. and had a great 
time. So lots of people met Linda and Linda was in seventh heaven 
for at least one night. I don’t imagine there are many of us who haven’t 
known the thrill of such complete freedom. But the big problem comes 
the morning after. Linda didn’t want to go back into the closet and I 
didn’t want to put her there either. I knew this would happen if some- 
thing were not done beforehand to prolong the ecstasy. So, while we 
we were taking pictures, I broke the light accidentally on purpose. 
Then I said it was okay, I would dress again the next day and we could 
use the sunlight. I said I wouldn’t mind, really (giggle giggle). 


Next morning I dressed again, savoring the anticipation of what 
was to come, and spent the day posing for pictures, living to the hilt 
the life we all yearn for. I even went to the store for bread, something 
I never thought I’d have the nerve to do. My friend wasn’t sure of any- 
thing by this time, and wanted to know what was up. I told him to be 
patient and I’d tell him right after dinner. He was sure I’d “flipped.” 

After dinner I gave him my copy of TVia and asked him to read the 
parts that applied. I didn’t know quite what to expect but was pleas- 
antly surprised that we were still friends. Closer friends, as it turned 
out. Now we have things to talk about that we never did before. As 
I'd “bared my soul” to him he didn’t mind reciprocating and the end 
result is the most gratifying I’ve ever known. To many who are “old 
hands” at the tattling game this will appear to be the long way ’round. 
But, as I stated in the beginning, I was groping in the dark for the way. 


The next opportunity was dropped into my lap. Don’t expect it to 
happen; but if the ball bounces your way, grab it. The reason I will 
make it known to you is that it may give some of you the realization 
that we are not universally detested. If we are honest with outsiders 
and let them know we are not evil it will make our task that much 
easier. Again we much chip away at the old foundations of ignorance 
and fear. But unless we get to it it will be that much more difficult 
later on. 


The second person I told was a neighbor who had dropped in for a 
chat. I was printing the pictures I discussed earlier and this neighbor, 
who is interested in photography, assisted me. Another neighbor also 
dropped in and observed. He had no other comment than that I made 
a good looking woman. See how it progresses? Then he said I ought to 
see the first neighbor dressed up. Said he was a living doll. Then he said 
he ought to dress up again sometime. The first one said “Okay, Pll let 
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you take me out.” About this time I imagine my chin must have been 
stepped on as it was dragging the floor. I grabbed the opportunity and 
said it might be a good idea if he would help me with some more pic- 
tures I'd like to take for a magazine. Said it would be easier to come up 
with ideas including two girls than one. He said okay, any time I was 
ready. We set the date for Sunday and that was that. 


On Friday this guy came over with an armload of dresses for a 
dress rehearsal so that my wife and I could give him some pointers 
on realism. He put on one of the dresses, shaved his legs, put on make- 
up and a wig hat that my wife and I styled into a fairly decent hairdo, 
donned nylons and high heels; and there was Brigitte Anne. Then, just 
when things were getting interesting, he remembered he had to see 
someone about a hunting date the next morning. So he borrowed my 
fur-trimmed coat and tripped out to see about it. 


Now let me say a word here about this guy. In the first place he is not 
a TV. In the second place it seems a waste of talent that he is not. He 
is studying music and wants to be a professional musician and has no 
TV desires. But he has a lack of self-consciousness that all of us should 
envy. He didn’t hesitate to go out in public in femmidress and I think 
this is one of the things that has given me confidence. 


Well, anyway, I asked him if he’d mind my sending the pictures to 
this magazine. He said not at all. In fact that was the idea. Then he 
asked what magazine it was. So I showed him and told him all about 
what TVism means. Here again Transvestia proved invaluable as an 
aid in telling someone else. We talked for about an hour about the 
subject and related topics and it came out that the one thing people 
could not seem to take was homosexuality. And that was because the 
homosexual does not bother to explain why he is “that way.” But be- 
cause I was willing to take the time to explain and answer questions I 
was accepted immediately. Not only that but this guy had adopted 
my wife and I as sister and brother before I told him. After I told 
him he said if I'd like he’d come over and dress to keep me company 
when he had the chance. We are waiting now for the weather to get 
warm so we can take some pictures on the beach in bathing suits. That 
will be a story in itself. 


An interesting sidelight to this whole thing came at our little tete-a- 
tete. We have a standing pact that whatever we say in confidence is 
confidential. But I told my part-time sister that it was off in this in- 
stance. I told him, since he knows so many more people than I do, to 
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go ahead and spread a little light into a few dark corners. He’s done 
this very well. Most of the neighborhood is in on the “secret” and the 
only comment has been “I don’t care what he is as long as he isn’t 
queer.” 


There it is. Everything I’ve put down here is just the way it hap- 
pened. As I said it isn’t easy at the start and doesn’t get any easier with 
repetition. But if we’re sincere and honest each repetition will give us 
the confidence we need for the next time. But, as with everything else 
worthwhile, there must be a beginning. There must always be a “first.” 
So take it from one who has tried it. It can’t kill you and it may be the 
biggest favor you’ve ever done yourself. Take a deep breath, open 
your mouth . . . and go ahead — be a “tattle-tail.” 


— — — LA FEMME FACIAL SALON — — — 


ELECTROLYSIS e FACIALS e MAKEUP CONSULTANT 


You owe it to your Femmeself 
to let her look her loveliest. 


1 am well acquainted with TV's. | know their social problems. 
! can help you with yours. 


Privacy and Understanding Assured 


Please phone for information 
By Appointment Only 


LOLA de BORSODY 
350 E. 77th St. UN 1-6208 New York, N.Y. 
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Dear Editor, 


When I became aware of my tastes in clothing, I naturally sought 
explanation, and pursued several lines of inquiry before I discovered 
your organization. As the result of these, I have information from 
various groups, psycho-analytic, sociological, historical, etc. Freud 
had ideas which were useful, and, of course your group added sub- 
stantially to the store of information. 


Transvestism is attributed to a long list of causes, but there is a 
transcending concept threaded through them all, and to me this 
suggests something which may be of value to everyone. It is sug- 
gested that a nearly universal sex psycho-neurosis exists and is 
manifest in regular pre-occupation with sex identification of the 
individual. Certainly it is important that sex identification be known 
for purposes of lovemaking and reproduction, but its importance is 
certainly much less in all other activities, yet by tradition the in- 
dividual is clothed, almost from birth, in such a way that the sex of 
the person can be determined almost as far as he can be seen. Why? 
Doesn’t this indicate a functionally abnormal’ pre-occupation with 
sex? 


It is certainly more important that doctors be distinguished from 
non-doctors, yet this is generally done with a piece of paper or an 
insignificant pin, or both. The same can be said of Ph Ds and others, 
yet the inability to tell at a glance is apparently of no concern: A 
pin or a diploma will do as well. The ability to tell sex by clothing worn 
serves to attract men to women, but this includes undesirable men at 
times, and in a few instances has been of injurious or even fatal results 
to women. 
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What I am attempting to do is lay the foundation for a separation 
of sex identitites by types of clothing worn. In other words, let each 
person wear whatever he pleases. If both sexes were free to wear 
high or low heels, sox or nylons, skirts, Capris, blouses or shirts, 
etc., it would correct some of the difficulties and give greater free- 
dom to everyone. It seems to me that the public would be more 
likely to accept such a thing than it would to accept outright imi- 
tation of females by males, as there is always a dislike for deceit, 
no matter how altruistic. I am afraid that the concept of the superi- 
ority of the male is so deeply ingrained on religious grounds that the 
dual personality concept you are attempting to attain tolerance for 
will be very slow in coming. 


Left to my own inclinations, I favor variety. Once in awhile I would 
go to full costume at either extreme, but most of the time comfort, 
convenience, and my feelings of the moment would govern. Prob- 
ably a composite costume would prevail. During warm weather, 
perhaps shirt, bermudas, nylons and heels for lounging around. 


R. F. — Utah 


— res * 


Dear Virginia or Mary, 


You never know which of you will find time to answer. I honestly 
don’t know how either one of you can keep up with what must be a 
terrific volume of mail. I certainly appreciate the replies though, 
whenever you can afford the time, and I’m trying not to bug you but... 


I was reading a back issue of TVia and came across one of Virginia’s 
comments about “every girl having her day in print.” I just wondered, 
how many of the girls are as vain as yours truly, making poster size 
prints of herself. (See enclosed horror shots.) (She sent me two 18 x 24 
blow-ups of pictures. Ed.) Actually it’s fun, and if you happen to have 
access to a 3M microfilm printer, some aperture cards and some 
negatives from your photos, you are in business. Imagine yourself 
as a clothed centerfold, or a fashion ad, or any other such diversionary 
nonsense. Then there are other possibilities. Like cutting out your 
own face, and pasting it up on some glamorous looking fashion model’s 
expensively decked out pic. (Might as well play paper doll’s now, I 
didn’t have a girlhood to indulge myself in.) 
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The point is, if you think anyone may be interested, let them write 
me through CONTACT. Im certainly not looking to start any kind 
of a profit making business, but would be happy to oblige any other 
would-be narcissists for the cost of mailing. (This can be done in a tube 
to avoid the wrinkles.) 


And now, the real reason for why. I came up with this method to 
make a large size pic of me so that I could try my hand at another of 
my brother’s talents, namely painting. Anyone so inclined will find 
it easier to do a self portrait from a largish print. Again I'll be happy 
to oblige. ’'m kinda hepped up on the project, because it’s the first 
real thing I’ve tried a la femme that extends beyond doing dishes and 
a little mending. My GG is extremely skeptical, but after I get done 
massacring my own face in oils, and get the long lost touch back, I’m 
going to do one of her. 


Wasn't it simply awful that Flip Wilson’s “Geraldine” was picked 
as one of the worst dressed by some fashion fop? If she isn’t one of 
us, she certainly ought to be. You know, one advantage of being black, 
no ugly, grey shadow. Anyhoo, I think Flip ought to have an honorary 
membership in FPE. 


Best regards, Jennifer 21-N-2 


* * * * * 


Dear Virginia, 
Here are a couple of things for what they are worth. 


My legs are not all I would like them to be, they are too thin, with 
hollows on the insides between my ankles and knees, so I decided to 
see if I could do something to remedy the situation. I went downtown 
and bought some art foam, strips of very thin foam rubber, peach 
color. I think cut four strips for each leg. The largest strip 1312” long 
by 4” wide, and each succeeding strip 12” shorter and narrower; I then 
got some foam rubber cement and cemented them together. 


After they are placed on my legs in the hollows, I put on a very thin 
coat of leg makeup on pads and legs, they work out not too badly at 
all, at least the legs look fuller and rounder and with darker shade ny- 
lons, they are nearly undetectable. 
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Of course, all the edges all the way around have to be feathered out 
and securely fastened to the leg to keep from showing edges. I tried 
magic transparent tape, but it does not fasten the strips securely and 
neatly enough; I am trying to find some spirit gum, but as yet have 
had no success. 


The second thing I do: my thighs, from my knees to my hips are 
not full enough, so again I got some art foam, it comes in strips 12” x 
30”. I take one 30” strip and fold it twice so that it makes a pad 12” x 
10”, I wrap the pad around my legs just above the back of the knee on 
the back of my legs and fasten it in place; works pretty good, although 
I can’t wear mini-skirts which I abhor and detest anyway. I make good 
use of your so-called beauty aids for hips, front and derriere. I am 
constantly striving to make Marcia a better and more convincing 
looking woman, although a middle-aged woman is no slick chick. 


For as long as I can remember I have wanted to wear women’s 
clothes, they have always seemed so much prettier, looser, more com- 
fortable; and I am very fond of lingerie. I am crazy about all the 
soft, sheer, beautiful items of intimate feminine apparel. (I am writing 
in the first person because it is Marcia writing). There is a feeling in 
wearing the nicest, sheerest, softest lingerie, and is very difficult to ex- 
plain. I do not believe I have worn a pair of men’s shorts over a score 
of times in the last 10 years. 


I buy only the best and prettiest I can find and all in colors, I do 
not like, I never buy or wear white lingerie, and I never wear a cotton 
bra. I dress as and wear Marcia’s clothes around the apartment all 
the time, it is the only time Marcia gets to assert herself, as she never 
gets to go out as she would dearly love to do, except at the occasional 
parties and get togethers she gets to attend. I never wear anything but 
a lovely nightie or a nice pair of nylon pajamas to bed. 


You may think it idiotic, Virginia, but I belong to the World of 
Beauty Club; they send me a beauty kit each month. Some of the items 
I can’t or don’t use, but many of them - especially the creams and 
fragrances and soaps - I do use. 


I am constantly striving to better my voice, my walk, all my actions 
around the apartment; I am slowly learning how to eat and drink 
without ruining lipstick. Of course I do not wear lipstick out to 
restaurants but I act in my eating and drinking as though I were. 


Femininely, Marcia 12-P-1 FPE 
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Dear Virginia: 


First of all I want to thank you for helping me to understand my 
husband Kathy better. When I first discovered his FP desires I was 
quite upset. Later I merely tolerated his dressing in feminine attire. 
Now it’s a different story entirely. Not only do I try to encourage 
and teach my new friend I find I’m also enjoying it. Everything has 
changed for the better for us, since I read The Transvestite and His 
Wife. 


We have been married for 642 years (and 642 wonderful years let me 
add). When we first got married I had no indication of my husband’s 
hobby (TVism). Not long after our marriage my husband told me of 
his feminine desires. At first my reaction was that of utter confusion 
and dismay. But instead of blowing my top or insisting that my hus- 
band seek psychiatric help, I right then and there figured and decided 
that I owed it to myself to obtain more knowledge in this field. I 
guess I thought of little else for quite a while. He and I discussed at 
great length the reason and compulsions behind it. As I started 
learning more on the subject, I found my attitude changing from the 
negative approach of mere toleration into the positive one of accep- 
tance and assistance. I realized how much he needed someone who 
would understand and sympathize with his desires and accept him as 
he was. I simply made up my mind that I would be that someone. 


I don’t remember when it was, but I looked over his feminine ward- 
robe and found some of “her” garments outdated. I was determined 
that if there was going to be another girl around the house, then I 
would do all I could to see that “she” was as much a well dressed and 
well mannered lady as possible. My husband “Kathie” and I went shop- 
ping for new things. To both our wardrobes were added new shoes, 
dresses, blouses and accessories. 


We then began going out as two girls. It was for car rides and 
drive-in movies at first. When we started going out I must admit I 
was nervous. But after a few times I started relaxing and just accepted 
“Kathie” as my sister and didn’t feel more ill-at-ease with her than 
I did with any of my other girl friends. Later on we started taking 
short walks together as girls. We even went shopping together as sisters 
in a couple of the local department stores. While I would not wish an 
FP husband on any woman, I say sincerely, and I mean this, that my 
husband’s TVism has brought us a lot closer together than the average 
married couple. 


I really have very few complaints about her. If she would just get 
used to using cleansing cream to remove her make up instead of soap 
and water which leaves a mess on my towels, I would be happier. Also 
she has difficulty in deciding just what outfit to wear but I try to help 
her all I can. Now when I spend % hour waiting for her to finish 
dressing I can understand why she got impatient with me in the old 
days. 


Right now I’m trying to convince Kathy to let her own thick hair 
grow instead of depending on a wig to complete her femalé look. Her 
main objection is that I want her to go to the beauty parlor with me 
and have it trimmed and lightened. She says she’ll feel too self-conscious. 


We both get a kick out of picking up little surprises for each other. 
Whether it be a new shade of lipstick or a new piece of costume jewelry. 
This past Christmas was the best ever. We both outdid ourselves with 
the lovely assortment of lingerie, perfume, jewelry we got for each other. 


Since we both work, Saturday used to be the worst day of the week 
for me because that was the day I did my cleaning and washing. Now 
all that has changed. We both get into old housedresses and do the work 
together. Before we know it it’s all done. 


Both Kathy and I have read eight issues of Transvestia and found 
them to be most informative and interesting. We want to ask for an 
application to join FPE. It seems like a worthwhile organization and 
I would like my husband to find others with which he could share his 
experiences and let his hair down. Also I would like to meet with other 
FP’s wives. 


Yours very truly, Mrs. “Kathy” 32-Z-3 FPE 


Dear Virginia, 


I have just finished reading your book “The Transvestite and His 
Wife”, and while my thoughts are fresh in my mind I felt I had to 
write to you. 


My boyfriend gave me the book to read, as he has already told me 
of his urges. He has always been completely honest with me in every 
respect. 
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I am 24 years old, twice divorced, and the mother of three small 
sons, so as to give you some idea of what I am like. I feel myself to be 
a broad minded person, I have never (due to wonderful parents), been 
one to accept anything as “what is right or wrong”. I believe that 
what is normal and right for me could be absolutely wrong for some- 
one else. 


Larry, (my boyfriend’s name) went through what I can imagine, 
a hell of fear and torment the night he told me about himself. For this 
reason, I feel he has put me in a very desirable place, at the top of his 
trust and love, and I certainly hope to deserve this honor. So I must 
tell you, upon reading your wonderful presentation of the facts con- 
cerning wives of TVs, I felt vastly relieved in my thoughts. 


Thank you for giving all the Larrys in the world a glimpse of hope 
and understanding. I can’t speak for anyone else, but only by my own 
personal reaction to reading your book, but I do most sincerely thank 
you. 


Wish us Luck! 


God Bless You 
Another Virginia 


Dear Virginia Prince: 


Today in the mail we received our copy of your wonderful book, 
The Transvestite and His Wife, and it was like receiving a breath of 
fresh air in what we beheld as a feared stale world. 


Now I am so very excited to receive information on how to receive 
your magazine and any other information or contacts in our world. 


The release I experienced in the pages of your book has been awaited 
for many years, in which I went through many “purges” and periods 
of self condemnation. My wife is reading your book now, and I am 
so fortunate, in that we share completely and openly discuss my 
feelings and now wait to find the experiences of others. 


Thank you for your expression. We now anxiously await your 
reply. 


Sincerely, 
J. W. 


Dear Virginia: 


I recently consulted a psychiatrist with an excellent reputation. I told 
him the story of a typical TV, in fact my own life story. And then, to 
my amazement, he concluded that a) I was not curable, b) neither were 
the other TVs, especially those above 20; c) no psychiatrist can cure 
FPia; d) I should adapt myself to it; e) if I get married, I should tell 
it to my fiancee BEFORE getting married; f) several churches would 
readily annul the marriage if FPia is told of only after getting married, 
since it is a kind of misrepresetation of what one is if one does not tell 
of such a profound aspect of the personality. He also felt that FPE is a 
humane, helpful organization, and that more psychiatrists should get to 
know about it. He had seen FPs before, had never attempted to cure 
one because he felt it was impossible. He distinguishes easily between 
FPia and homosexuality, and he also had never succeeded in curing a 
single case of homosexuality although he had tried. It is good to hear 
such things, especially from a colleague. 


An FP who is an M.D. 


Dear Virginia, 


I cannot describe the relief and pleasure I got from reading your 
book “The Transvestite and His Wife.” I have been a femmiphile for 
as long as I can remember, my pattern following so closely that des- 
cribed in The Husband’s Dilemma in Section II. 


I am now 51 years old, at the top of a well paid, rewarding but very 
exacting profession. The urge is stronger than ever and the release 
and delight I get from “dressing” the more exquisite. Although my 
wife has always been tolerant, I have a very introvert nature so have 
been unable in the past to explain fully my feelings to her, now with 
the help of your book she has a much better understanding. 


I have been unable to get TRANSVESTIA in England, is it ob- 
tainable there or can I get it by subscription direct from you? Also, 
is there any branch of Phi Pi Epsilon in England? 


Thank you again for your wonderful book. 


Sincerely, 
Peta 
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EDITORS NOTE: The several letters just preceeding were very nice, 
complimentary and satisfying but just so I don’t get to thinking that 
my efforts are worthwhile, or appreciated, I print the following for 
balance. I am sometimes accused of printing only the nice and com- 
plimentary ones and not having the guts to print the negative ones. So 
by way of refutation I give you the following “love note”. The ****s 
denote omissions from the original letter because there was a lot of 
personal and otherwise irrelevant material. You can evaluate it to suit 
yourself. Since it is negative I do not give the authors name to avoid 
any possible embarrassment to him, but he has a point of view, so let 
him be heard. 


Dear Virginia: 


I hope you read this letter soon because it will clarify a lot of things 
for you. But number one is that you are wrong, I do love you. Not just 
a distant feeling but a warmth of feeling that is strong and true. (J start 
off with 100 Brownie Points, but watch them disappear — V.) However, 
I have my own philosophy and my own psychological methods for 
causing people to react in certain ways. I do accept that you, in your 
own way, have done a little for a lot of people and a lot for a few people. 
I hope that opinion doesn’t upset you . . . it is meant as a sincere com- 
pliment. I imagine you feel that you have done a lot for a lot of people, 
perhaps you have but I have yet to see evidence of that and in fact see 
evidence quite the contracy, “unhappy people”. Like most people in 
business, in clubs, and in life you dwell on negatives and rarely touch 
on the positives. You personally don’t live a negative life and you have 
reaped the rewards. Why then not approach other people with a posi- 
tive approach? ** REE 


The difference between you and me is considerable. 1. I like being 
a man and a woman. I realize that that is a concept hard for you to 
swallow but it happens to be the truth and if you weren’t so far gone 
on your own little tangent you might wake up and realize that while 
most of your TVs envy and admire you, the TVs you lose is because 
they don’t envy and admire your living as a girl . . . they aren’t moti- 
vated to those goals. Now if you are ready to actually think a little and 
stop defending yourself from non-existant attacks you could think 
these things out for yourself. (Strange, when I have spent 11 years trying 
to explain and sell exactly that duality —- man AND woman that it 
Should be “hard for me to swallow”. I have moreover always dis- 
couraged my readers from seeking my full time status unless they found 
themselves in a similarly unattached situation. I don’t encourage 
people to “go thou and do likewise’ and I lived considerably more 


62 


years in the man-woman duality than the writer has as I am consider- 
ably older, so I think I understand the experience. — V) 


My. approach to TV is open and honest with friends, neighbors etc. 
How many people know? Dozens of close friends, hundreds of ac- 
quaintances, and the close friends are always drawing somebody new 
to the group. Blackmailers, eager cops, kooks, oddballs — maybe they 
have passed our way but when you have such a large gathering and in 
complete acceptance it really takes all the zip out of anyone trying to 
capitalize on it. Yes, you mention that when I have done as much for 
TVs as you have, come look you up. I have and I'll pass way beyond 
what you do and in a shorter time. I will always consider what you have 
done as marvelous for your era and your time, but TV can be approached 
in a much happier light in this day and age. (I can’t help but note that 
it is much easier to walk in deep snow when somebody else has pre- 
ceeded you and broken the path. Everything is easier today than it 
was 10 years ago. I wonder how ready the writer is to face a federal 
criminal conviction and be put on parole for daring to publish Trans- 
vestia, as | had to do? — V.) You are again like most people, too wrapped 
up in fighting symptoms to see the cause and how to combat it. Think 
about it! (I did, and I recall the number of readers who have said, when 


I wrote something discussing cause — “I don’t care about what 
caused it, I just want to enjoy it.” Too bad he hasn’t read 10 years of 
editorials dealing with just this area — V) Each individual you work 


with and try to help is great. Your appearances on radio and television 
are great. But only by making TVs mean something to other people 
personally can we ever expect open-hearted acceptance. (This I quite 
agree with which is exactly why I have given dozens of lectures to both 
lay and professional groups wherever I can get an opportunity to try 
through education to make TVism understood. It’s why we have had 
open house meetings at Alpha-FPE and many non-TV guests at many 
different FPE functions around the country — V) I have it here, TVs 
and non-TVs enjoying each other. You might become frustrated at 
one aspect though. Nobody cares to talk about TV. We look like girls, 
act like girls and are treated and thought of as girls. We don’t sit around 
gabbing about deviationism. (Who does?) 


If you have the impression that I am not working toward your goals 
... then your goals are not what I thought they were. Your efforts are 
laudable but you are too unwilling to admit that a few hundred TVs 
who accept each other in a time lapse of 11 years is not a hell of a big 
accomplishment. You have managed to make a self-supporting busi- 
ness out of helping a handful of people . . . big deal. For the damage 
you do those people in the atmosphere you create you nullify almost 
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the total group. (Oooops there go about 60 of my brownie points all 
at once. If I have “damaged” anyone I would surely like to know it 
so that I could at least apologize — V.) Security is great for those who 
want it and need it but too damn many really don’t have to be security 
conscious and they should be encouraged to be a little braver — not 
coerced or forced but encouraged. Nobody is sitting outside with a 
shotgun waiting to pick off women who look like King Kong and I 
don’t care if there is. (Maybe he doesn’t but I wouldn't sleep nights 
feeling that I was responsible for “encouraging” someone to go out 
when she wasn’t really ready and then learn she'd been picked up, 
lost her job, alienated her wife andlor family and perhaps lost job and 
reputation. This is exactly the point of difference between the attitude 
of myself and Fran who are concerned with protecting those expect- 
ing and needing protection and other parties and groups who make a 
big thing out of accepting all comers, of all breeds and being open about 
everything. I've had the experience of having supposed friends attempt 
to destroy me and I don’t wish the experience on anyone else and that 
is why TVia, FPE, Contact and my own attitude are security minded. 
If YOU don’t care about security that’s your business, but your sisters 
do.— V) 


I know your theory of gender and sex and think you have a fantastic 
mind to have come up with such an interesting rationalization. (Too 
bad he is not better acquainted with modern science and he would know 
that my “fantastic” mind didn’t come up with it, I only applied it to 
our case — V). You must be capable of some objectivity; I don’t expect 
it would be easy to get through to just any TV but you are supposedly 
brilliant. (Who supposed that?) Okay! There is no genetic need for 
clothing, male or female; in the physical makeup (RIGHT). There is 
no genetic need for sex male or female in the physical makeup (WRONG) 
These are learned over and above the physiognomy (SIC) of an indi- 
vidual. ******* Why do people, you included, seem to feel that 
behavior they abhor in themselves is okay if it is genetic. Where is their 
courage and conviction in their right to be what they want to be be- 
cause they want to be it? (Where was he when I was about 8 years ago 
putting down reincarnation, genetics, hormones, and domination as 
rationalizations for doing something you really just plain wanted to do? 
What have I been trying to teach in self acceptance but the idea that 
dressing is just a part of you, learn to accept it, be responsible for your 
own actions and don’t pass the buck to someone or something else? — V) 


Well, you certainly have enough ammunition to pick apart in these 
four pages. You ought to be able to blast me real good. Not that it will 
matter (Then why should I bother and waste my time — V?) If you have 
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something to say which demonstrates a little willingness on your part 
to admit there are areas you could be doing much better in, there are 
activities you have participated in that could have harmed the entire 
movement if things had come out; there are things you should be doing 
and aren’t, then we can reason together. Look around you. People 
need you and your leadership. But there are many ways to lead and 
only one way to be a great leader. (J am quite willing to acknowledge 
my shortcomings but until the writer or someone else steps forward 
and indicates both the ability and the willingness to take over the bur- 
den I'll just muddle on as best I can damaging people as I go and mak- 
ing my almost insignificant efforts in behalf of FPs everywhere. Do 
I hear any nominations? — V) 

I do admit to attacking you more vehemently than is warranted. I 

wanted to make sure that the noise caused you to react and hopefully 
now to take a good long look at yourself and what you are doing. Sec- 
ondly the people that adore you the most are the ones who you hurt 
the most by your attitude. By pulling you down off your pedestal from 
time to time it gives these people a little perspective. They shouldn’t 
idolize you, me, God, the Pope, Jesus Christ or anybody. We are all 
just people and we should work together. Sure some lead and others 
follow but every follower is as important as the leader and until you 
know this, deep down in your guts, you will never be as effective as 
you should be. Show a little gratitude to those around you. Keep your 
touch of paranoia hidden, your touch of egotism hidden, it doesn’t 
become you. (/ will if you will, friend, I think both of yours have pro- 
truded quite a bit in this diatribe. However I do agree with him that 
people should not “idolize” me. I neither want it, need it nor feel 
comfortable with it, but also I don’t know anyone that does. I do know 
a lot — such as the writers of the letters just prior to this one — who 
appreciate the efforts I have made and I'd be less than human if I didn’t 
acknowledge that their letters of thanks rather warm the cockles of 
my heart particularly after a barrage like this letter, but adoration, 
and idolizing, no please. I too am just a “people” and surely if I didn’t 
feel “way down in my guts” that those for whom I write, with whom I 
counsel and to whom I extend my help and friendship were just as 
worthy as | am — then for heavens sake why do I take the time and put 
forth the effort? — V) 
P.S. I think I must have masochistic tendencies because I really am 
anticipating your next letter. (J think I must have sadistic tendencies 
because I'm not going to waste time going into all the above so she will 
miss that satisfaction. Besides by her own statement, “it wont matter 
anyway” if I did blast her. Really I have better and more helpful things 
to take up my time than such polemics — V) 
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polis ater REVIEWS 


F3 MEN IN GROUPS by Lionel Tiger, 
F3 Random House, New York; 217pp 


It has taken a while to get around to 
F3 thisone, partly because 1969 produced 
3 a regular flood of books suitable for 
3 review. Perhaps some readers will feel 
+3 that I am using Dr. Tiger to fill up the 
p3 present shortage, but they will only be 
UD half right. He does have a message for 
anyone interested in gender roles, and some cogent reminders that no 
matter how feminine we look and feel, we are still M-E-N. 


The author is an anthropologist and sociologist, and so is naturally 
aligned with other biologically oriented scientists who are increasingly 
critical of the psychologists. If you are among those to whom the dogma 
that the human infant enters life with a “blank slate” where all other 
animals have inherited behavioral tendencies is a quasi-religious sub- 
ject, stop right here, or prepare yourself for an attack of apoplexy. 
Dr. Tiger does take pains to suggest the compromise that human be- 
havior is probably a mixture of inherited and learned traits, but there 
is no cémpromise whatsoever in his belief that men and women differ 
in one basic trait that has nothing to do with anatomical sex. The 
trait of character he calls “male bonding”, and he makes a very per- 
suasive case for its reality and importance in all human affairs. In 
particular, this tendency of men to form teams, working groups, 
hunting parties, etc. is used to explain why men so universally exer- 
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cise dominance over women, who are notably lacking in teamwork. 
(Anyone who doubts the last six words had better take a closer look 
at typical women’s organizations, where the girls participate when, 
as and if it suits their mood, rather than the highly dedicated but 
rare feminists). 


His first chapter is devoted mostly to the nurture/nature argument, 
and his second to male bonding in animals. He could not find much 
below the level of primates, but the apes provide (as usual) a dis- 
tressingly accurate caricature of humanity. His third chapter swings 
into human evolution, and frankly I found it dull going. Dr. Tiger 
feels obligated to document every statement in this contentious field, 
and has produced a librarian’s dream; sometimes the footnotes take 
up half the page! But persist, better things are coming. 


With the stage now set, he puts on his first showpiece, “Politics 
and War”. These are two areas that are characteristic only of the 
human male, and hence important to his case; not his fault that ’'m 
sort of cool about both of them. He really takes off in chapter five, 
“Work and Play”. These are the areas from which many women 
really resent being excluded, and where the mystery becomes fascin- 
ating. Why is it that women have been barred by tradition, super- 
stition and even threat of death, from participation in metal-working, 
fishing, mining, bar-drinking and many other activities? Dr. Tiger 
attributes this to their failure to make good members of hunting 
parties; a point brought sharply into focus by the fact that humans 
have been hunters for 14,000,000 years, but civilized less than 6,000 
years. He notes that women throw with an ape-like motion, while 
the human male’s throw is unique, and estimates that it took at least 
400,000 years for this adaptation of the arm to take place through 
selective reproduction. However, there was plenty of time for that, 
and other things, to happen. 


Why were the prehistoric women poor hunting companions? Poor 
teamwork, no doubt inherited from the ape-girls. In addition, he 
cites their handicaps of menstruation, pregnancy, lactation and child- 
rearing. Very real, but he neglects to note that the lioness, with most 
of these handicaps, does most of the hunting while the king of beasts 
lounges at home polishing his nails, grooming his mane and admiring 
his reflection in that mental mirror that seems to be part of all cats’ 
equipment. Personally, I’d rather go hunting with some slim-hipped 
Diana than a pot-bellied male — but I must admit that he would 
probably come to my rescue while she was worrying about her hair! 
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And now, the most fascinating chapter of all (to me, at least) on 
Secret Societies. I went into this thinking of such groups as the ulti- 
mate in anti-transvestism, and came out realizing that FPE meets 
most of the qualifications! And that I, as one of the officers, have 
automatically steered us closer to the pattern that has made the 
Masons, the Jesuits, the Mafia and the Rotarians so successful in 
their respective lines. Typically, a secret society is all-male, requires 
an initiation ceremony, is at odds with society, is both voluntary 
and selective, has a hierarchal structure and “provides an opportunity 
for male affiliation under conditions both predictable and satisfying.” 
Well, how about that? When I set up the interview system, it seemed 
just a common-sense precaution, but I see now that I built in a touch 
of the ancient Rite of Initiation. And who has been the most insistent 
on creating a hierarchy, even to the point where I was fighting both 
Virginia and Fran at once? Well, we do not spill blood (except when 
the member decides to have her ears pierced), adopt animal names for 
our chapters, nor engage in ritual consumption of alcohol, so I guess 
we are relatively civilized — but a sorority we are not, in any meaningful 
sense of the word; girls really handle things quite differently. 


Dr. Tiger winds up with a long chapter on aggression as distinct 
from violence; he believes that these can be separated, and that war 
is not a necessary consequence of male bonding. I do hope he is right; 
I’ve lived through two world wars, and doubt whether I could make 
it again. 


Sheila Niles 30-B-2 VPE 


A PLEA — PLEASE 


This magazine will be awfully one-sided if all I have for it is fiction. 
I’m glad many of you can write fiction but how about more material 
for the History, True Story, Articles, Poetry and Odds and Ends de- 
partments. You all have these in your heads, consider that the other 
girls might be interested in your opinions, or what happened to you 
on the way to maturity, etc. Send them in, my supply in these areas is 
very low. It’s your mag remember... Virginia 
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“GOING PUBLIC” 


It isn’t enough just for individual FPs to learn to live with them- 
selves, nor for me to appear on radio and TV shows. Something more 
public has to be done to bring out our story. In Scandinavia the girls 
have had large banquets and interviews with members of press and 
public. 


The Sept. 1970 “Convention” in Sweden 


In Ohio, the Delta girls recently had a reporter and his wife to a meet- 
ing. His article appeared in the Akron, Ohio paper and was very fair 
and interesting. They are next going to try for the Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


The Alpha chapter in Los Angeles is having its second open house 
in May to which as many friends of members as possible will be invited. 
Interactions between FPs and straight people helps to spread know- 
ledge of our kind to the world at large. 


How about some other groups, either as chapters or just as a few 
willing and able individuals, organizing some sort of confrontations 
with ministers, doctors, counselling services, reporters, womens clubs 
or whatever. The only way to achieve public acceptance is by means 
of interaction with the public. Ten years ago this would have been out 
of the question but this is a rapidly moving world today and people 
are both more interested in what’s happening and more tolerant of 
what is. See if you can’t figure a way of moving out into the world and 
reaching people. Put your minds to the problem and your shoulders 
to the wheel and let’s see what can be done around the country. Write 
in and let me know and Ill spread it around. 

Virginia 
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BANGS, BEADS, 
BANGLES AND BLOOMERS 


SE ae CT By Oona — Canada 


“Gather it in your fingers first and then pull the foot on. Now, draw 
it on, keeping the nylon stretched all the time. See?” My wife Alison, 
seated by me on the edge of her bed, settled the elastic “stay-up” top 
around the soft whiteness of her upper thigh. As the ads say, stay-up 
hose “eliminates fussing with garters and avoids unsightly bumps under 
your dress.” She is not fond of pantie-hose, preferring her stay-ups — 
perhaps once in an evening she might have to pull up the tops a little. 


I copied her as best I could with the other stocking of the pair. I was 
wearing my undershirt and shorts. It did not come quite so high up my 
leg, of course, but it seemed to be the answer for the costume I was to 
wear next week at a Halloween party. I had not dressed up since we had 
married, six years before, and the only remaining things were a sleeve- 
less blue shift Alison had adapted for a Gay Twenties party, a slip, a 
pair of bloomers and a pair of medium-heeled black patent shoes. I had 

“respected her wishes all these years, and beyond donning a pair of her 
panties occasionally — with her full approval — I had not dressed up as 
a woman in all that time. But when this party invitation came it was 
she who suggested we dig out the dress and see if it was all right. 


1 took it out from the back of the guest-room closet, removed the 
hanger and slipped out the underthings from the crossbar. In moments 
I had donned the bloomers, the slip and the dress. I had put on a little 
weight but it still fitted beautifully. Not having any stockings I powdered 
my feet before slipping them into the pumps; then I teetered downstairs. 
Alison, who is a first-class dressmaker, eyed the dress critically, had 
me turn around once or twice, and decided she would shorten it a little 
and at the same time cut a frill into the hem — it was one of those dresses 
that can have the hem cut to suit the wearer, and that without any fray- 
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ing. Originally she had taken a yard or two of pale blue chiffon, 
attached it to one shoulder and draped it down the back and across the 
front, below the waist, with a second fastening at the hip. It was quite 
intact, in need only of ironing. And next time she went shopping she 
would look for some stockings; furthermore, she insisted on washing 
and ironing the lingerie, and on my wearing beneath everything a pair 
of tight elastic briefs she sometimes wore under swim suits. 


All this was, of course, tremendously exciting to me, but I was careful 
to conceal my pleasure, Alison being quite sure I had gotten over my 
transvestite urges (!!). I did not want to upset her. So while she was 
deciding what to do with the dress I stood, moved, and held myself in 
my normal masculine way. As she methodically made a list of the 
accessories I’d need I even sat down with my legs apart and the skirt 
pulled up. Glancing my way she said lightly, “Now you can’t sit like 
that at the party!” I grunted, pulled my dress down and crossed my legs. 
She made no further comment. 


How wonderful it is to have the interested cooperation of a woman 
when one is preparing to dress up! As I got out of the things upstairs, 
leaving them on the guest-room bed as Alison had requested, my mind 
went back nearly twenty years to the first time I’d had a woman’s help 
in this way. In answer to a newspaper ad offering good quality used 
women’s dresses, I went round to the address of a Mrs. Finlay to try 
on a dress she said might suit me. Over the phone I had said I was to 
take a female part in a college play, and that I had an allowance to 
spend on my costumes. She sounded pleasantly amused, quite interested, 
and very readily agreed to my request that I try things on. She turned 
out to be a large smiling woman, perhaps forty years old, who conducted 
me to her drawing-room where some clothes were draped over the arms 
of two easy chairs. When I said I particularly wanted an evening gown, 
she pulled out a long black crepe gown with halter straps and a soft 
black belt that knotted in front, the ends draping down one side. 
“Anyway, [ll leave you to try it on. Knock on the door when you’re 
ready,” she smiled. “And oh,” she added as she turned to leave, “you 
can see if these fit you — they do go nicely with the dress.” She handed 
me a pair of gilt evening slippers that were little more than a sole and a 
heel, with a complicated-looking arrangement of fine straps to go round 
the instep and heel. 


I was out of my own clothes in a moment, feeling decidedly strange 
being naked in a stranger’s house as I reached into the bag I’d brought 
with some underclothes in it. Hurriedly, I wriggled into a two-way 
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stretch (girdle), tugged the beige, rayon silk stockings up to my thighs 
and with trembling fingers eventually got the garters attached. In spite 
of my nervousness my excitement was mounting, and I was glad of the 
firm elastic material across my front. The pink celanese knickers I next 
stepped into intensified this feeling. As the bra and slip straps would 
have been fully visible with this evening dress I decided not to put them 
on, so I next struggled with the shoes, which were just the right size, and 
found the straps easier to fasten than they had looked to be. My knees 
had now turned watery— my slim young ankles encased in the 
stockings and the definitively feminine shoe shape pleased me beyond 
measure. I shrugged into the dress, letting the heavy crepe tumble down 
over my body. The hooks and eyes at the side of the waist were very 
awkward, 


As I loosely knotted the belt I heard Mrs. Finlay call, “Are you ready 
yet?” 


I forced a, “Yes, please come in.” out of a dry throat, telling myself 
to appear casual before the first woman to see me in the clothing of her 
own Sex. 


“Oh, it does suit you!” she exclaimed, her eyes wide and smiling as 
they roved over me. Seeing the shoes peeping out from the hem of the 
gown she seemed genuinely pleased to realize they fitted well. “Can you 
walk in them all right?” I moved slowly across the room, thrilling to 
the unfamiliar tiptoe feeling the shoes imparted to me. She then noticed 
I hadn’t fastened the hooks and eyes evenly, and in a businesslike way 
came up to me, undid the belt and the fastenings, and proceeded to re- 
fasten them with light, fast fingers. I was blushing, as I felt sure she 
must have seen the waist elastic and a few inches of the material of my 
knickers while the side of the dress was agape, but evidently she had not, 
for stepping back and looking at me with her head slightly to one side 
she said, almost as if thinking out loud — and I:shall never forget the 
strange electric thrill her words gave me— “All you want now is a 
short pair of knickers underneath.” 


I realize now, that by extending to me this suggestion, she was im- 
plicitly giving her full approval to my dressing as a woman. The under- 
wear was to her an essential part of the costume, and what I did actually 
have on underneath met with her approval. I felt the nerves tingle 
under the clinging leg elastics of the knickers (they were not much 
longer than baby doll bloomers, just covering my garters, in fact). 
However, I was too shy to raise my dress to answer her spoken reverie, 
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or even to admit I was wearing women’s underclothing. I could only 
say, “I didn’t put a bra on because the straps would have shown.” But 
she insisted I didn’t need one, seeming to think my young chest and 
my thin but firm white shoulders were right for the dress. I bought the 
dress and shoes for a very modest sum. I obtained many more things 
from Mrs. Finlay after this, overcoming my shyness until I could 
appear before her in a slip, trying on this dress and that suit. She never 
asked about why I wanted things after the college show was over; she 
simply subscribed cheerfully to my obvious pleasure in dressing as a 
woman. She would even phone me and tell me of something she thought 
might suit me, something of her own or of one of her women friends. 
And one day, as she left me to change from my male clothing, she 
handed me a flat box bearing the name of a well-known local store 
specializing in women’s clothes. “A little present for you!” she smiled. 
It was an underset in fine black rayon satin — a tailored slip with the 
tiniest touch of floral lace edging the bust and hem, and a pair of flare- 
legged knickers (or “French” knickers as they were known in England) 
to match. Needless to say, I put them on right away, over my bra and 
girdle, and let Mrs. Finlay see before I started trying on dresses. 


That was twenty years ago. And now, after six years, a woman was 
once more helping me, this time to go out among other people at a 
party, fully dressed as a woman, specifically as a flapper circa 1927. 
(Reprints of the old Sears mail order catalogue for this year have just 
become available.) It is a crazy period in modern history that has always 
held my interest, and the women’s fashions of the time intrigue me. 
Obviously, it’s fairly easy for a man to assume the role of a woman 
of that period since women flattened their busts, cut their hair very 
short, in effect, tried to look like men. Bras and wigs are not essential 
for effective disguise. If anything, however, young women at least made 
themselves look more feminine, in the same way that a large, powerfully- 
built man in a ballet skirt makes an image that virtually screams “I am 
a MAN!” Shift-type, fairly loose-fitting dresses; low heel shoes; 
cloche hats; all make it relatively simple for a man, preferably with 
some female assistance, to modify a dress and improvize accessories. 
Corsets or heavy girdles are unnecessary, unless you’ve a real figure 
problem. If knickers are unobtainable (“bloomers” in American 
English) it is easy to modify a pair of petti-pants by running some fine 
lingerie elastic around the legs just above the lace with which they are 
usually edged. I bought my present pair, blue rayon to go with the blue 
slip and dress, in England in 1969, and that at a very smart women’s 
specialty shop in a fashionable area. Older women still wear them, but 
so, I gather, do younger women in winter — the loose fit makes for more 
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warmth than does a tightly-fitting garment. Personally, when I 
dressed up fairly regularly, in contemporary clothes, I rarely wore 
bloomers, preferring the presently-conventional elastic-leg nylon, or 
nylon satilene, panties matching the slip I was wearing. 


Alison pressed the chiffon attached to the dress, after painstakingly 
frilling the hem with scissors, hung it up in readiness in the guest room, 
laying on the bed the freshly-ironed underwear, folded in that neat 
way that only women seem able to do. She added the stretch-panties 
to the collection. A day or two before the party she returned from shop- 
ping with a pair of white mesh stretch stockings, the kind with the 
elasticized tops, the wrapper depicting a beautiful young girl with 
her slip flirtaciously flipped up to show how beautiful one’s legs became 
when wearing this brand of hosiery. Alison said she’d admired some 
heavier stockings in pale blue, in a beautifully embossed, lacy pattern, 
but was reluctant to spend six dollars for my wearing them just once — 
I take size 11 long, she 91% long, so she would have been unable to wear 
them. 


The evening of the party I bathed, shaved my legs with the electric 
razor Alison uses for the same purpose, smoothed talcum powder over 
them, and began to dress. The stretch briefs were perfect, even pulling 
in my waist a little, not that it really mattered, though, with a shift dress 
that hung straight down from the shoulders. Very carefully I eased 
the new stockings up my legs, settling the stretch tops high up my thighs. 
I picked up the knickers from the bed, held them before me, pointed 
one foot through the leg opening, then the other one, and drew them up. 
The leg elastics pressed into my knees on the way, the waist elastic 
snapped gently into my waist as I released it, and I began to tremble as 
I had done that day long ago at Mrs. Finlay’s. Stepping in my shoes 
I walked happily into our main bedroom, my slip over my arm — I just 
had to admire myself in the dressing mirror. My legs were still quite good, 
my ankles slim — flattered, of course, by the shoes — and the white 
stockings I thought most appropriate for the costume. The heavyish blue 
material of the knickers folded down softly over the leg elastics, which 
show only when one is sitting down — if one has nothing else on, of 
course! They ended about six inches above my knees. I eased the slip 
over my head and arms, and was pleased with the way it clung into my 
waist then curved out over my hips. It is quite an expensive one, the 
lace at the bust and hem being attached over the material, not just 
tacked on. The lace is gray, rather attractive over pale blue nylon. I 
had a moment of regret that the bust cups of the slip had no padded bra 
to fill them out, but in the twenties busts were out (no pun intended). 
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At this moment Alison came in, wearing black leotards and an old 
shirt of mine (her costume was supposed to make her a beatnik poet; 
her hair hung loose, she wore battered sneakers and an old French 
beret). 


She whistled at me as I struck a whoop-dee-doo pose and blinked 
my eyes rapidly. “I think you’d better get your slip up a bit,” she said. 
She adjusted the shoulder straps for me. “Hurry up and put the dress 
on and let me see if it’s all right.” I went into the other room, and very 
carefully got into the dress so as not to crease the chiffon drapery. As I 
walked back I was thrilled by the way the frilly hem fluttered about my 
knees. The slip came about two inches above the frills. 


“Anyway,” said Alison, “what if it does show? It’s a party, not a 
fashion show. Might be more fun if you did kick your legs about a bit.” 


The earrings she dug out for me were great wooden hoops with tiny 
oranges on them, and into an expanding bangle she pulled half way up 
my forearm she tucked an orange chiffon scarf. She gave me three 
necklaces, dangly ones, the longest coming down to my waist. With an 
eyebrow pencil she drew in great curls down past my ears and out onto 
my cheeks, and combed my own hair forward into a curl over my fore- 
head, fixing it in position with hair spray. This, with a dab of color to 
highlight my cheeks was all the makeup she thought necessary. I pulled 
on an orange hat, very like the cloche style they used to wear, slipped 
over my arm the straps of a dainty suede evening bag, and shared 
Alison’s pleasure at my appearance. “You look more feminine than 
when you used to wear a wig,” she suggested. Downstairs, as we had a 
drink while waiting for the baby-sitter, I fitted a cigarette into the long, 
fancy holder Alison had produced when I had first worn the outfit, sat 
back in my chair and crossed my legs luxuriously. The frills opened over 
my leg as the dress pulled up slightly. I could feel the stocking tops about 
my thighs, the snug feel of my stretch panties, and the slight constriction 
of my knickers around my legs. Alison put down her glass. “Forgot 
something for you,” she said. She returned with some scent and applied 
it behind my ears and at my throat. “There, you’re all set.” 


Our baby-sitter, a pretty eighteen-year-old, nearly collapsed when she 
saw me. “Where did you get that dress?” she giggled. Alison told her that 
she’d made it. “And those shoes! They’re just right!” She was still 
giggling, goggle-eyed, as we went out the front door, I with a raincoat 
over my dress. Although the party was only four houses away, Alison 
suggested we take the car. It was a dark night, but I didn’t argue, tapping 
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my way to the car, slipping in behind the wheel with my knees together, 
earrings jangling away. Parking in our hostess’s driveway, we could see 
people holding glasses in the big living-room. “Hold your coat open,” 
urged Alison as I rang the doorbell. “What for?” I asked. “So that 
Margot can see you properly, silly!” Margot shrieked when she saw me. 
“Oh Frank, what an outfit! Come in, come in, take your coat off and 
join the party!” 

I steeled myself as I stepped into the group, most of whom were 
neighbors I’d known for some years. As I should have expected, reaction 
was not as intense as I had thought it would be. A couple of men 
guffawed good-naturedly and went back to their -conversation; one 
woman exclaimed, “And look at those stockings!” Alison joined me, 
Margot brought scotch and soda (her husband was away on an extended 
business trip), and Alison sat by a cheerful matron dressed as an Arab: 
woman — TI sat on the floor at their feet. That first drink was a strong 
one so that I soon lost interest in how far up my skirt had risen. I sat on 
one hip, leaning on one hand, my legs curled up to one side. Celia, the 
Arab wife, frankly admired my outfit, and turned to Alison to ask how 
she’d gotten it together for me. I began chatting with Celia’s husband, 
who had come to sit by me, but with one ear I was intent to know what 
the two women were saying about me. The fragments I could pick up 
were tantalizing: “Everything matches so well ... I have some fancy 
garters you could have borrowed . . . I dressed up John once — he was 
a doll... trouble getting shoes for him . . . That’s a sexy slip (I glanced 
down; it was just visible to me but Celia could see more from where 
she was). Obviously Celia thought it great fun. I became wrapped up then 
with my conversation with John. 

Later I danced with Celia. Feeling her softness in my hands, sensing 
the movement of her breasts against me, my reactions became strictly 
masculine. Her robe was of very fine cotton and she had very little on 
underneath. I could feel that she was enjoying it too. I guided her into 
the adjacent hallway, tightened my arms about her and stooped to her 
parted lips. The kiss was hungry, tongue-touching, urgent, demanding 
of much more. “Later, dear,” she whispered, as our hands moved down 
over each other’s hips. As my fingers touched the line of the elastic 
legs of her panties, sensing the slight roughness of lace inserts, | thought 
I felt hers tracing the leg line of my elastic briefs, just momentarily 
before they fluttered back to my buttocks, which she gave a firm thrust 
towards her soft stomach, then abruptly dropped her hands and stood 
back. “Let’s go back in!” We danced our way slowly back into the 
group. I noticed Alison was dancing very close to John, attired in 
Bavarian leather shorts with a gay feathered hat on his head, brown 
leather boots and green, knee-length wool socks. 


76 


By now, like more parties, things were getting smoky and rather 
alcoholic. I opened a window overlooking the garden, sat down at one 
end of a long chesterfield, pulled my legs up onto the cushion, lit a 
cigarette after installing it in my fancy holder, and sipped my scotch, 
watching the people before me. I had lost all traces of self-consciousness 
by this time, and confidently indulged myself in a few more lady-like 
mannerisms — walking more gracefully, smoothing my skirt, holding 
my elbows in, and playing idly with my beads. No one gave a damn. 
My solitude was broken by a petite and very pretty blonde neighbor 
who had always been very shy, so that I was pleased when she came to 
sit close beside me, smiling sweetly. I wondered if my dress had any- 
thing to do with her new assurance. She wanted to ask me some ques- 
tions about my professional work, questions that had obviously been 
in her mind some time, and I was more than pleased to speak to her. 
After a few minutes I took our glasses for a refill, crossing my legs as 
I sat down again, with something of a flourish so that my dress slid 
several inches up my leg. I noticed her eyes lingering on the hem of my 
slip and on the slight ridge indicating the leg elastic of my knickers. 
Women have X-ray eyes in these matters of dress detail, I have noticed. 
she said nothing to me about my outfit, but Alison told me later how 
Greta (our blonde neighbor) had enjoyed talking to me, complimenting 
Alison on her skill in making a flapper out of me, adding the opinion 
that I was very much of a good sport in wearing everything. Did I have 
a girdle on? How did I manage to walk so well in women’s shoes? And 
so on — and there was nothing whatsoever that cast any pejorative note 
upon my masculinity. 


The back door had been left open to let some air into the place, and 
a few people wandered out into the garden for some fresh air. As I made 
my way into the kitchen, headed for the door, Alison and John came 
from somewhere and went out ahead of me. I paused a moment, not 
wishing to embarrass them, and then went out to sit on a garden bench 
set against a tall hedge. I felt the cool air about my legs and the soft 
swirl of the frilly hem of my dress against my knees. However, being 
bare-armed, and having only my dress and the fine nylon of my slip 
over me from the waist up, I soon felt chilly, and got up to go back in. 
As I passed a huge, old elm, I heard a soft sound, and glancing across 
I saw a man and woman in a passionate embrace, the woman with her 
back against the tree. They had not heard me, for my shoes made no 
sound on the lawn. I lingered just long enough to overhear some urgent 
whispering that told me it was Alison and John. I moved away quietly. 
Alison and I are very much in love, and neither of us has any feelings of 
jealousy for the very occasional flirtation that circumstances allow. 
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If anything, I was glad she was enjoying herself, and I knew that John 
was a fine man in many ways. He is also handsome and witty. Anyway, 
it made me think about Celia, and her earlier interest in flirting with 
me; alas, my thought ended there, for when I saw her inside in a noisy 
group of men and women I realized she had had far too much to drink, 
so that she was not only unattractive (few things can be uglier, to me, 
than a drunken woman) but obviously incapable of any real affection. 
Only a little disappointed I went across to the bar to help Margot, our 
hostess, who was filling in for the barman, who’d been engaged only 
till midnight. 


Margot was a “femme fatale’ — a long, black, tight-fitting satin gown 
with low decolletage, a side slit almost up to the hip, a fancy, beribboned 
garter above the black-stockinged knee of the exposed leg, and garish 
makeup with half-inch long false eyelashes. She was loaded with 
glittering costume jewelery and sprinkled with a heady scent. A fun 
woman, and most hospitable. “Hi, Frank!” she called out. “Got a run 
in your stockings yet?” 


I grinned at her, put my arm round her waist, and said, “If I have 
you'll lend me another pair, won’t you?” 


She pulled a face. “Get rid of these empty bottles for me, will you, 
darling?” I helped her for ten minutes or so. I complimented her on the 
success of her party, and when she said that some people drank too much 
I had to agree with her. She knew I meant Celia..Feeling quite tired by 
now (it had been a particularly busy day for me before I could get round 
to adorning myself for the party several hours before), I then told her 
I'd like to go home, if she would excuse me, and would she see that 
Alison was all right. “John will bring her home, I’m sure,” I confided 
in her. 


“Oh, she’ll be all right,” Margot assured me, rather too emphatically. 
She saw me to the door, kissed me affectionately good night, and I turned 
to get into my car. Just as I was about to move off Margot dashed out 
to me with, “Your handbag, sweetheart!” leaning through the window 
to share an even more affectionate kiss. I drove the short distance home, 
paid off the baby-sitter, and flopped into an easy chair in the clear- 
aired quiet of our living room. In a while I stirred myself to mix a night- 
cap of good scotch, added a small log to the low wood fire, and began 
to feel less tired. It was nearly one o’clock. 


At about 1:15 I heard a car in the driveway, silence for a few minutes, 
then the slam of a car door, and Alison came bouncing in, bright-eyed 
and happy, with “I’m sorry you were tired, dear. Margot told me.” I 
mixed her a nightcap as she relaxed into her chair at the other side of 
the fireplace. “John brought me home,” she volunteered. I said I thought 
he would. “Oh, Frank, you’re not annoyed, are you?” I assured her I 
wasn’t, and that I just hoped she’d had a good time. “Oh, yes!” she said. 
I then told her I had noticed her and John outside and had been careful 
not to interrupt them. “Frank, you’re such a sweetie, you know,” with 
which she bounded over and dropped into my lap, throwing her arms 
around my neck and nuzzling into my cheek. She giggled. “It’s funny 
cuddling up to someone wearing earrings and necklaces!” 


After some moments of contented silence, I whispered “Did you make 
love with John?” 


She pulled back, stiffened for a moment, and said rather primly, “I 
don’t see what business it is of yours, after all, you seemed to be having 
a good time with Celia.” I had to agree, adding ruefully that she became 
disgustingly drunk. Alison patted my thigh and said with mock pathos, 
“Poor old Frank.” Then she looked intently at me, a muscle twitched 
in her face, and she burst out, “Oh for goodness’ sake, YES, we did!” 
in answer to my earlier question. “I was so flattered, me, a busy subur- 
ban housewife, being chased by an attractive man. And by the time I 
should have stopped him I felt it would be embarrassing to him to... 
Anyway, by then I don’t think I could have stopped him.” 


We looked at each other for a moment, and then burst out laughing 
together. “Come on,” I said, “let’s have another nightcap because I 
love you so much.” A few tears came to her eyes, and as I was mixing 
the drinks she came up behind me and embraced me tightly round my 
waist. 


“And I love you, too. Very, very much.” Then she changed tone, took 
the proffered drink, and asked, “(How do you feel in your things now? 
Aren’t your shoes pinching you?” I assured her they weren’t. She went 
on, “So many people told me how terrific they thought you were.” She 
told me about Greta’s remarks after I’d talked to her. I asked, “Why do 
women always want to know what a man dressed as a woman is wearing 
underneath?” She thought for a moment. “Oh, I suppose they somehow 
feel a man is invading their privacy and the ultimate intrusion comes 
with assuming their most intimate garments. Some sort of masochism 
on their part, I suppose. I mean, men wear jewelery with modern male 
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fashions, frilly shirts and so on. But they don’t wear lacey bras or frilly 
slips or pretty panties. And when they do they are categorically adopt- 
ing the feminine role, not just being up-to-date. 


I told her how the famous Julian Eltinge, the great American female 

impersonator of the early part of the century, had a powerful appeal 
with women in his audiences. 
“Anyway,” she went on, “I’ve forgotten what you look like in your 
slip. Take your dress off. Here, let me help you.” Carefully, we man- 
euvered the chiffon-draped dress over my head, and Alison went to the 
hall cupboard for a hanger to drape it on. “Whoops!” she cooed, “I 
can see your knickers!” I was between her and the fire, which was now 
burning back into life. 


“So what?” I said. “You’ve seen them before.” Glancing down as 
I moved I saw that the material that draped over the leg elastics of my 
knickers was clearly discernible under the fine nylon of my slip, whereas 
under the dress it had not been so noticeable. “That is a pretty slip,” 
said Alison. My hand moved lightly over my thigh, feeling the smooth 
material and, of course, enjoying it much more than she. In spite of the 
long time I had had the things on there was still that sweet erotic 
pleasure when I let myself sense the feel of them. In a little while we 
undressed and went to bed. 


I doubt whether I shall ever forget the details of that evening. I don’t 
know when a similar occasion might come along again. I shall be patient. 


This, then, has been a diary of the evening. I did not flirt with men at 
the party, nor was I mistaken for a woman. My wife did not feel any 
different about my dressing up more frequently. There were no other 
men at the party dressed as women. I enjoyed being a man while dressed 
up, and I enjoyed my clothes, though not, of course, coincidentally. As 
I said, this has been a diary, not a fantasy. Of course, the names are 
changed, but that’s all. Of academic interest is surely the fact that I 
was not an object of ridicule, nor, after a short while among folk, was 
I at all embarrassed. TV’s too often assume the whole world 
disapproves of them and that they are being watched through binoculars. 
It isn’t so at all. Why don’t you try it next Hallowe’en? Or New Year’s 
Eve? Or Madri Gras? Or Walpurgisnacht? If your wife or girl-friend 
could also garb herself as a gay young thing of the Twenties, you would 
make a fun couple. 
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ONE MORE TIME 


Last issue I mentioned the fact that 
I was going to be taking another trip 
around the country. Well I did. I left 
L.A. Sunday, Jan. 17, in glorious 90° 
weather and went to Denver for over 
night so I could get a better starting 
time next morning. As usual my good 
friend Maureen met me at the airport 
and took me to our usual motel. The 
other Denver FPEs came over that 
evening and we had anice visit. During 
it I got confirmation of a seminar for 
the University of Colorado Med. school Dept. of Psychiatry to be on 
Feb. 22 on the way back. 
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Next morning it was off from Denver’s crisp 46° to Minot, N. Dakota 
at 26° and over to Williston where I was to teach several classes and 
speak to the Student Body. It went over pretty well considering that 
they are so isolated up there that they just are not in contact with 
what’s going on. I think they will remember 1971 as the year of 
Virginia’s visit as ’'m afraid that I shook them up pretty much. One 
distraught mother called up the councillor after her young son had 
heard the talk and demanded to know what was going on -— “they are 
trying to teach my son to be a girl!!!” etc. Next it was back by an 8 
passenger puddle jumper to Minot and eventually to Minneapolis 
at 18°. Met by Sally and taken to the hotel. Had dinner or evening 
visits with several of our girls there and stayed a couple of nights with 
Myrtle Ann. She had arranged a radio program so we did that one 
morning and while there they asked her if she would come on another 
show they were having in a couple of weeks and she agreed, so one 
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more of us gets her feet wet in the publicity business. Quick arrange- 
ments were made to tape a show with WCCO-TV that they would 
release later, so we got that much done. Also opened a store in town. 


Tuesday the 26th I was driven to Marshall, Minn. the location of 
S.W. Minn. College. There I taught 5 classes and spoke to the student 
body Wednesday evening. That day I was speaking for 9/2 hours total. 
The talks to the student body here and in N. Dakota had been on the 
topic, “The Domination of Sex and the Tyranny of Gender” in which 
I delved into the social consequences of our highly polarized gender 
patterns and then worked it around to TV, TS and HS and the differ- 
ences between them. The students asked a myriad of questions for 112 
hours after the talk was formally over and there was much interest 
so I think some education was accomplished. Thursday drove back 
to Minneapolis and hopped a plane to Green Bay. Lois 49-V-1 FPE 
had contacted a TV station there and I set up a program for Friday 
morning which went off fine. In spite of its being a morning show we 
got lots of calls and after the show two TVs called in. They were like 
all of us at one time — never met or talked to another, were fascinated 
to learn about the existence of TVia, FPE etc. So the trip over there 
was worth while if only just to find them. After the show Lois drove 
me to Madison with it getting colder all the time. It was about 5° above 
in Green Bay and while we were in Madison it got down to — 20° over 
night. Hardly the place for a California girl. However, I had come 
prepared with a wide legged pants suit and boots. I resurrected 
Charles’ old sweat pants from his track days in college and wore them 
inside of the pants of the pants suit so with that, scarf, mittens, tam 
and coat I fared pretty well. 


I stayed overnight at Fran’s while Lois went on to Chicago. It was 
a nice ride over from Green Bay with her and we had a good visit. 
At Fran’s I had fun learning to operate a snowmobile. After riding 
tandem behind Fran a few times I gave it a whirl myself and after 
turning it over twice got the hang of it and started riding it standing 
up like on skis and did pretty well. Fran says she is going to enter me 
in the Powder Puff Derby next year. Had a nice visit with Fran and 
wife and their two little daughters to whom I am “Aunt Virginia” 
Also Fran had several of my friends up from Chicago so we had a 
fine evening “en femme” 


Sunday morning it was off to Detroit where I stayed with Joyce 
and Maryann 22-C-3 and did the Lou Gordon show on WKBD-TV. 
Dr. Leo Wollman of N.Y. was on the show with me and at one point 
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Just us Girls in Minneapolis 
June, Myrtle, Virginia, Annette, Carla 


With some of the Delta Girls — Cleveland 
Norma, Connie, Leslie, Virginia, Cindy, Jean, Betty Ann 


Lou was trying to get Leo to admit that I was “sick” and that my 
second marriage had dissolved because of TV. Of course he wouldn’t 
buy the sex and gender separation but he turned to Leo and said, 
“Dr. Wollman, I understand that you knew Virginia’s second hus- 
band?”. I started to laugh and Leo smiled and Lou realized what he 
had done and just buried his head in his hands and said, “Oh my 
God.” Nothing I could have said would have illustrated the separation 
between sex and gender as well as his boo-boo. After the show we had 
a little get together in the motel and as the show had been taped we 
had a chance to see it as it was aired. It was really amusing to watch 
Lou Gordon make this blunder. 


After a couple of days rest in Detroit it was on to Chicago to do the 
WLS-TV, Howard Miller show. He had been billed to me by many 
people as being a real toughy and that I might have tough sledding but, 
as has happened every other time I’ve been warned about someone 
being a hard guy, he was very nice and very gentle about it all and 
invited me back whenever I would be in town again. The whole show 
went over very well and I was congratulated by several strangers the 
next day so I guess we got in some more good licks. I had lunch with 
Dr. Alvarez and found that one of his secretaries was married to a man 
who ran an interview show on Channel 44 so I did that too. Inci- 
dentally Dr. Alvarez ran a very nice editorial about me and my efforts 
in the professional journal Modern Medicine. This will help con- 
siderably to spread our message among the M.D.s. Also managed an 
interview with the Chicago Tribune which was published after | left 
Chicago. 


Saturday night we had a great party for about 15 of the Chi chapter 
girls and 4 or 5 wives. They have a real going gang and we had a lot 
of fun, pics, and refreshments. 


Next morning it was off to Cleveland where I was met by Connie 
35-G- PE and wife at the airport and driven to a motel where we 
had a get together with part of the Delta girls. I say part of because 
we were in the beginning of a real blizzard and those that lived further 
away couldn’t make it. We had one amusing event in that Leslie 35-B-6 
FPE and I are both interested in the Women’s Lib movement and the 
two of us found ourselves arguing for it against a GG — kind of a switch. 
The Lou Gordon show from Detroit the week before was supposed 
to be broadcast in Cleveland that night but they didn’t show it. 
Inquiry the next day revealed that Detroit had sent them the wrong 
tape. So we were all sitting around watching his show but they never 
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got around to little ol’ Virg’s comments. Monday I took a bus out 
the main street of Cleveland (Euclid Ave.) to 79th street in hopes of 
visiting the Health Museum only to find the snow storm becoming 
worse and traffic all snarled up. Result, I didn’t get there until it had 
closed. By that time all the east bound traffic had moved over into the 
Westbound lanes trying to get around some stalled cars in an inter- 
section. Everybody got stuck solid and it was evident that there were 
just not going to be any westbound buses for a long time to come. So 
after standing in the snow under the rain shelter for about 15 minutes 
considering the situation Charles got to work and informed me that if 
I didn’t take some action I would be frozen to a beautiful TV statue 
in a short time. Therefore, I walked 12 blocks toward downtown 
Cleveland in a howling blizzard. I stopped in at a little corner grocery 
store in the black section to warm up a bit and get some Kleenex to 
clean up my glasses which were constantly getting fogged up by my 
breath inside of the scarf I had over my head and around my face. I 
asked a negro girl and a man standing outside waiting for somebody 
if they thought I’d be able to catch a ride there. She said “I don’t think 
I'd try.” I turned and asked if she meant that it would be dangerous 
and the man said, “‘you’d likely wind up dead” so I got the message — 
“Whitey go home.” I did, by walking some more in the snow. Finally 
came to a gas station and watched people coming in for gas till a nice 
looking single colored woman stopped and I asked for a lift. She kindly 
gave me one for about 20 blocks as the west bound lanes were open 
at this point. I then watched more cars till I could find one with a 
single white man and he took me clear to the hotel. Thus ended that 
little adventure but this California girl is not particularly impressed 
with Ohio blizzards. 


That night I was supposed to go on Allen Douglas’ show at 10 p.m. 
to midnight. They asked if I could walk to the station as they had no 
way of coming for me. So that was about 6 more blocks in snow drifts 
and in the dark. Fortunately not many others were foolish enough to 
be out so nothing happened. But when I got to the station Allen had 
to ask me to cool my heels in his office for 2 hours while he helped 
unsnarl traffic by carrying on two-way conversations with people who 
had radio transmitters or phones in their cars. His efforts were much 
appreciated as lots of people called up later to thank him for helping 
them home. Most people were 3-6 hours late getting home that night 
— the town was really frozen in. We finally had our interview 12-1:30 a.m. 


Next morning I called early to Allegheny Airlines to see if my 10:30 
flight would go. They said no but I could get on the 11:50 flight, so 
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I hopped the bus (I was the only passenger) and got to the airport about 
10 a.m. — I sat there till 4:30 waiting for them to clean off the runways 
so planes could get in and out. I finally made it to Pittsburg at 6 p.m. 
Had a quick dinner and went to the beauty shop for a hairdo as snow 
and scarves tend to ruin a hardo very successfully and I had to look 
good on KDKA the next morning. That show went over very nicely 
too and we got some calls from new TVs. Even got a long distance 
call from Washington, D.C. from somebody in Gay Lib who was im- 
pressed with what I’d had to say about gender differences and the 
need for their change. So I guess I got in something for everyone. 
Before plane time I managed to open a couple of bookstores in Pitts- 
burg and hope more of our friends can find us this way. 


Off then for Indianapolis en route to Bloomington to the Inst. of 
Sex Research. Had a couple of interesting days around there, taught 
a class and had several bull sessions with staff members. Stayed at the 
Student Union and one night discovered that Gay Lib was having a 
meeting at which a couple of the Institute staff were talking about the 
research survey they did in S.F. So with nothing else to do that evening 
I went to this meeting. Rather interesting to see the types who came, 
women as well as men as though being gay was perfectly ordinary. 
There were a couple of boys there in what I called “half ass drag” 
which consisted of head bands, dangling earrings, a drawstring 
peasant blouse and then blue jeans and boots. Although the persons 
doing this were extremely swishy and effeminate I did have to give 
them credit for having the nerve (whatever the motivation) to move 
around the campus and in the Student Union in such garb. It at least 
indicates that the appearance of outright feminine items on men in 
our current youth society is tolerated, which is more than it was in my 
day or even 15 years ago. So society is getting steadily more permis- 
sive which is good. 

I was supposed to leave from Bloomington for St. Louis only to find 
that not only the airport was closed in but also the roads to it, so 
shared a taxi ride with a couple up to Indianapolis and managed to 
catch a St. Louis flight there. Met at the airport by Florence’s 
brother Lou and Julie 13-M-7 FPE from Illinois. We had dinner to- 
gether twice and a good visit. KMOX hadn’t gotten my letter (thanks 
to Uncle Sam) so a radio show fell through but I had an opportunity 
to give an interview to the St. Louis Globe Democrat. My Grand 
Rounds for the Dept. of Psychiatry at Washington Univ. went over 
very well with much interest shown. They are opening a Gender 
Identity Clinic there too and so my talk was timely. The department 
is interested in doing some in depth interviews with as many FPs as 
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we can arrange in certain special areas. It is about time that some- 
body did something like this as we all know how scarce real informa- 
tion about FPism is in the professional literature. When they get the 
details worked out and the financing granted I will be contacting 
readers in the areas they wish to cover and hope that as many of you 
as can will volunteer your contributions. It will be confidential and 
anonymous of course. 


I also had a lovely dinner and visit with Msgr. Dwyer who wrote 
the article for us in the Wives’ book. He is in charge of a large church 
and parish and he paid me a great compliment by taking me to dinner 
at a restaurant right in the middle of the parish where everybody knew 
him and it was “Good evening Father”, “Glad to see you Father” all 
around, I greatly appreciated the compliment paid to me by this as 
naturally he would not wish to take anyone to that restaurant that would 
cast any reflections on him. So it was a lovely Italian dinner in a 
rather famous place. 


Next stop was Houston and an airport meeting with Sally 43-S-5 
FPE and Clarice (as their brothers), We went to a large motel where 
a big whing-ding was held that night. But before that I was taken to 
dinner by Diana and her new wife and a lady friend. Just 4 women 
having dinner together and it was real fun and real acceptance by 
both of the GGs. Diana really found herself somebody great. And 
Diana did find her as Diana too as her brother didn’t show till later 
though he did turn up at the wedding (fortunately). We had a real fine 
gathering later with 13 TVs and one wife. Things have really taken 
an upward turn in Houston since the days when Sally and Dee and 
later Diana held the fort alone. ’'m happy for all of them because they 
really enjoy each other. 


The next morning I spoke to the class on Family Relations again 
for Dr. McCary and as last time the students were very responsive 
not only asking lots of questions but coming up afterward to compli- 
ment me and thank me for opening their eyes not only on the FP-TS 
business but also on the sex-gender differentiation. Sally had set up a 
radio show after the University of Houston appearance so we rushed 
over there but stopped to open three new newstands on the way. After 
the show — which netted one known new FP by call in) we went out 
to the Houston Post where they gave me an interview too. Three news- 
paper interviews on one trip — how about that? 
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The Houston Party 
Clarice, Doris, Connie, Diana, Joan, Candy, Vicki 
Sally, Dee, Virginia, Janie, Karen 


Due to some foul up of communications my trip that night over to 
Baton Rouge for the purpose of seeing Reed Erickson of the Erickson 
Foundation was a waste of time as he was not there,having had to 
leave unexpectedly and unable to contact me. So the next day was 
spent in planes and airports. Baton Rouge to New Orleans, then to 
Kansas City, then to Denver where I spent two relaxing days visiting 
with the Denver girls again, getting a hair-do and briefing the operator 
and his wife all about FPism and setting it up so that the Denver girls 
can get their wigs done there. Monday the 22nd the delayed seminar 
with the Psychiatric Dept. of the University of Colorado came off 
and also went well and as operations are beginning to be done in Denver 
now I hope some of the thoughts expressed to them sunk in. Although 
Denver had a good snowstorm while I was there I did manage to make 
contact with a distributor for 10 stores in the area with a standing order 
and hope that will catch some more of the local FPs. 
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So finally February 22nd I flew home with an intermediate stop off 
for a couple of hours in Las Vegas to visit with my sister. Home and 
California were good to see again. I think I’ve had enough snow, sleet, 
blizzards and cold feet for one winter. So back to the grind of trying 
to catch up on all the accumulation since I left. Mary as usual did a 
monumental job of trying to handle all of Chevalier’s usual business, 
plus the standing commercial shipments, the store sales | made on the 
trip, my personal finances, and finally the very considerable number 
of inquiries resulting from the various appearances made on the trip. 
All in all it was quite successful and, principally due to the fees paid 
by the two colleges, it was the first trip I ever made on which the 
greater part of the expenses were covered. This was also helped 
materially by donations from several sisters. These tokens of interest 
and participation are greatly appreciated. 


+ aa * * * 


Since TVia No. 1 I have made a practice of sharing my experiences, 
ideas, insights, theories and point of view with my readers. Hopefully 
some of them have proven helpful to new readers in the process of 
understanding and accepting themselves and possibly also to wives, 
parents or others trying to get the picture, too. 


Naturally in the early issues when everything was new I dealt with 
the most obvious and pressing topics. Then, as the years went by, the 
editorials became more philosophical. Many of the early issues are, 
however, long out of print even though their message would be as 
relevant to the new reader of TVia today as it was 8 or 10 years ago. 
Thus an idea has occurred to me and I solicit the views of my readers 
in deciding whether it is any good. 


Would it be a worthwhile investment, originally for me to publish 
it and secondarily for you to buy it, to bring out a book composed of 
a collection of the more important of these editorials as “Essays on 
Femmiphilia (Transvestism)” or whatever title seemed appropriate. 
Such a collection would naturally NOT include those articles which 
reported on trips, organizational matters, etc. It could, however, 
include some of the more instructive and helpful of the “Susanna Says” 
columns. 


I would appreciate your comments on this idea — both for and 
against — and please “tell it like it is” and don’t be concerned about 
my feelings or ego. I just want to know if this would be a service to 
FPs or not. Put your comment on a separate sheet from any order or 
letter that you may send so I can assemble the opinions without having 
to handle reams of paper. 
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Person ta Person 


FPE OR CONTACT MEMBERS ONLY 


Pk, 
< pp St 


NOTICE: Use of the “Person to Person” column is limited 


to FPE members and to those who have filled out a person- 
al information form. This will be sent on request after 
reader has received 5 issues of TRANSVESTIA. Address 
all answers to ads appearing here to: ‘‘CONTACT.” 


Box 36091, Los Angeles, Calif. 90036 


FE-C-3 FPE FP, single, from Italy (Venice) Multilingual like to 
corres. with FPs and undrstg. GGs especially in 
America. Have visited USA. MARA 


13-T-1 FPE Single FP 28, wishes to corres. and meet with sisters 
and undrstg. GGs anywhere and also FPE chapters in 
midwest States. JANET 

32-W-11 Single FP, 24, in service like to corres. with others 
anywhere. Meetings poss. in Calif. or N.Y. Will ans. 
all promptly. PATRICIA 


MAXINE NELSON R.E. 


Permanent Hair Removal—Beard, Body, Eyebrows 
Special rates for Beard Removal 
Electro Blend Method 
Available Saturdays & Evenings by Appointment 


6238 W. Manchester Blvd. Los Angeles, Calif. 90045 


In Westchester Prof. Bldg. Next to Cannon’s Pharmacy 


Phone 670-8608 For Free Consultation Appt. 


GRADUATE & LICENSED Permanent _ 
Hair 


Kemoval 


LEATRICE EINSTEIN - SELMA FRANZUS 


ELECTROLYSIS 


VISITORS WELCOME 
SS 1674 Meridian Avenue 
Suite 501-B 

Miami Beach, Fla. 


534-3403 
BY APPOINTMENT Opposite Burdines 


EE 3> Editorial 


by Virginia SS ae —C—t 


1. UNKNOWN AUTHORS: Due to being mislaid at the printers 
I do not have the original stories to tie to the galley proofs I have of 
some stories. Thus I do not know the names of the authors in order to 
give them credit when the stories are printed. If something of yours 
gets printed as “unknown” please let me know. The stories in stock 
right now without authors are titled: “Ellen and Allen” (in this issue); 
“The Beginning”; “Henry Wilson”; “Man Sees What He Expects to 
See”; “The Reincarnation of Richard”; “Show Girl”; “One After- 
noon in a Department Store’; and “On a Local TV Station”. 


II. NO. 69 A FICTION AND PICTURE ISSUE: It so happens 
that I have a lot more fiction material on hand than anything else. It 
also happens that I am behind since this issue ought to have been the 
March issue. Thirdly I’ve talked about a picture issue but I wait in 
vain for the necessary deluge of pictures. So to solve all of these prob- 
lems at once, TVia No. 69 will come out as closely following this issue 
as I can manage financially and I will use fiction only and print as 
many pics as have arrived by the time I have to go to press. No space 
will be used in that issue for editorials, ads, commentary, letters, car- 
toons, etc., just pics and fiction. Getting issues out close together poses 
quite a financial problem especially from this issue on since I am now 
having to contract the typesetting, printing and binding separately 
instead of all through the typesetter. With him I made payments weekly 
in anticipation but with the other two it has to be COD. So if you do 
not already have a standing order in for No. 69 (and beyond) and know 
that you will be wanting it you can help by subscribing for it now to 
help build up the pot in anticipation. Also send in your pics NOW! 


Ill. THE “HOW TO” BOOK: A couple of issues back I told you 
that my guidebook on “How to be a Woman Though Male” was on 
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the rails. I wrote an agent in N.Y. before I left in January on my trip 
but got no reply. I submitted it to Lyle Stuart who replied that he had 
gotten burnt pretty badly on “Year Among the Girls” and didn’t want 
to do another book on “TV”. I thought I had a couple of publishers 
on the string here in L.A. but both fell through. So as of April | the 
manuscript is in the hands of an author’s agent here in L.A. IF she 
agrees to take it we will have to wait a bit to see if she is successful, 
but if she is not I shall give up and publish it myself. We won’t get 
nearly as wide a distribution that way but the book is needed and so 
I can’t wait much longer. Here again you can help by advance sub- 
scription. I naturally can’t tell what its selling price should be until it 
is printed and it will naturally have to be done in fewer copies at a 
higher price if I do it than if a publisher does it. But let’s start with 
the idea of $5 per copy. I’ll make a “can’t lose” gamble with any of 
you that want to make a pre-publication order for it at $5. If the price 
can be less, you’ll get the extra back. If its regular price comes out at 
$5 you are even and if it has to be a $6 book you will still get it for $5. 
So if you wish to help in this way to accumulate the money for it I will 
appreciate it. 

Ill. A WORD OF EXPLANATION: I have a number of stories, 
some on hand and some already printed including “War Story” in this 
and the next edition which involve change of sex in some way. There 
has been some comment about my willingness to print such stories and 
at the same time to be opposed to sex change surgery except for the 
very few who really should have it. My explanation, or justification 
if you wish, is this: Practically all FPs have at one time or another 
fantasied the idea of actually being a female-girl. Some get so infatuated 
with the idea that they become pseudo transexuals and unfortunately 
sometimes succeed in obtaining the surgery. Others like Mary and 
myself are able to realize that change of gender is what we really seek 
and not change of anatomy. But for many others it becomes a kind 
of wishful world. The stories that have and will be printed which 
involve this cross over are all based on some sort of unusual plot situa- 
tion which justifies the change about. They aren’t just about a char- 
acter who follows the usual route of pestering doctors and eventually 
going to Tijuana or Casablanca on his own. 

It is my feeling that since most FPs have this fantasy it may much 
more safely be expressed vicariously through fictional devices thus 
hopefully lessening the intensity which might otherwise develop into 
an urge for the real thing. So, since ’'m aware that most of you enjoy 
such stories I am not averse to printing them, but I felt it necessary to 
give a word of explanation about my willingness to do so since the 
question of my own inconsistency has been raised. 
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PRICE LIST 

“TRANSVESTIA” . . . A magazine written by, for and about men 
with a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 

Perc@opysuissués’61 andvatterggytie.,.qen. AMea qe gap yacey yer. $5 
PeniGopysilssucsi6O0yand befoteat.ee. . Ere eel cee $4 
AMMUaSMDSCriIpwOn . . ys ss pes coe oe ys: Layer E pe eRe g $30 
“CLIPSHEET” . . . News of transvestism and impersonation around 
the world. Clippings sent in by readers reproduced for scrap books. 
Singlercopiess: Wtrttetwel. semester a Bae $1.50 
Foureopiesfor .....e.0....45.55 57.0 RS Oe Ba $5 
“TV-TALES” Short stories Nos. 2 & 3 available... Each..... $1.50 

SEPARATE BOOKS 
“THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE” .. .A discussion from 


both points of view. Includes many letters from understanding 
wives. Written simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, 
others to understand. $4 


“FATED FOR FEMININITY” . . . Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wanted to be a cheer leader but ended up as 
school Beauty Queen, most popular girl and eventually bride of 


another pretty girl. Illus. $5 
“I AM A MALE ACTRESS” . . . Reporter impersonates a star, 
makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, 
they live as sisters. Illus. $5 
“TALES FROM PINK MIRROR” . . . This book was not 


published by Chevalier but is available to readers. It is a long story, 
profusely illustrated about a boy’s conversion to a girl in a special 


school. Tllus. $4 
“CARNIVAL” ... A long novel about a boy brought up as a girl 
and her life in a carnival. Illus. $3 
“DOUBLE SWITCH” . .. The head mathematician was a man but 


not a male. The girl who programmed computors was not. Neither 
knew the other’s story but they found out and found happiness. 
Illus. $3 


“REVERSE SEX” . . . Complete and authorized autobiography of 
the famous COCCINELLE of Paris. 120 pgs of story 64 pages of 
pictures dressed and undressed to show her remarkable conversion. 
Imported from England. Illus. $4 
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TV FOR VICTORY .. . Boys become girls to challenge girls basket- 


ball team $3 
A CASE OF ACCIDENTAL MURDER .. . A “whodunit” with 
unexpected transvestite angles $3 
MARTIN TO MARION — A novel in Three Parts 
MARTIN DISCOVERS MARION — PARTI ............. $3 
MARION GOES TO NEW YORK — PART II...........-. $3 
MARTIN BECOMES MARION — PART III. ...........-. $3 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES ON BACK ISSUES 


TRANSVESTIA: | 


Back issues EXCEPT 1-13, 17, 23-32, 36, 40-47, 55, 56 
are available. Every issue is new and interesting until you have read it. 
Many wonderful stories, articles and pictures have appeared in earlier 
issues. Don’t overlook them waiting for newer issues. Due to the 
change of price from $4 to $5 starting with No. 61, the back issue 


special price applies ONLY TO ISSUES NO. 60 AND BEFORE. 
Reduced rate,.6 issues, fork involve. change of.sex in.abhiecyteond Ip $20 


ClgAPSHER TM Back lseueS BAG. s.-ncx. Shite. cfeedhy eiowr. fer. $3 


MERCHANDISE 


Item 1. SPECIAL BRA WITH INSERTS: Nice cotton bras with 
elastic straps having a special pocket in each cup which holds a 
polyvinyl insert. Although intended to be inflated with air, the 
inserts can be filled with a special jelly to provide softness and 
weight. Available in white only in sizes 36B and 38B only. For 
larger sizes, bras can be lengthened with special extenders avail- 
able in most notions departments and 5 & 10 stores. Inserts can 
be removed and used in other bras. 

BRA and INSERTS $6 


Item 2. JELLY KIT FOR SPECIAL BRA: Consists of two 
chemicals—one liquid the other a powder. When the powder has 
been soaked in water overnight and injected into the inserts, 
followed by the liquid and enough water to fill them properly, 
a soft, non-flowing jelly results. This may be colored to skin tones 


with liquid makeup. The jelly filled inserts give the breasts a 
natural softness and weight. Worn in an elastic strap bra they 
bounce and flow as one walks just like a natural breast. Full 
instructions provided including suggestions for producing 
“cleavage”. “Jelly Kit — $5 


Item 3. REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring 
special bra sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own 


the inserts can be obtained separately. 
INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


Item 4. MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a larger 
bust it is possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast 
replacement after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than 
the regular type and have an extended part that fits under the arm 
where the lymph glands have been removed by surgery. This 
provides fullness in this area that no ordinary falsies of any type 
can give thus being more natural on a larger figure. 

INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


Item 5. “PRETTI PANTIES”: If you like wearing feminine 
things under pants these are a “must”. Nylon, lace trimmed, and 
with ribbons threaded through lace and bows. AND they have a 
fly front opening. Comfortable, pretty and practical. Sizes large 
and medium. Colors: Pink or Black. 

EACH $5 


Item 6. “PHANTOM PHANNY” Two, separate, shield-shaped 
plastic foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the 
buttocks cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s 
derriere to more feminine proportions. They are washable, 
comfortable and undetectable. One size only. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 7. HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic 
cut into approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. 
Since the exact shape and size desired will vary they are intention- 
ally left in a rough finished condition to be further shaped, 
trimmed and smoothed to the desired contour by the wearer. 
Easily cut with scissors. When worn under a girdle they add about 
an inch of “hip” on each side. These are “wrap-around” pads, 
not just a narrow piece of foam worn over the hip. Under a girdle 
with the front pad (which they are designed to match with) they 
give an entirely feminine and smooth pelvic outline. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 8. FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T”-shaped foam 
pad pre-shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front 
to hold the male organs. Rough finished to allow for further 
trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use of 
this pad will give the “flat-front” look so much desired without 
binding and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” that fits back 
between the legs and fills this area when worn under a pantie and 
girdle or a pantie girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. 

PAD, EACH $4 


Item 9: MAKEUP REMOVER: A soap and water scrub to 
remove makeup is doing it the hard way, especially on dry skins. 
This is a special preparation containing no mineral oil or solvents 
yet it gently removes powder and creme makeup of all kinds as 
well as eye shadow, eyebrow pencil, eyeliner and mascara. Just 
apply, rub over face and wipe clean with tissue. It will remove 
part of all lipsticks depending on their composition and all of 
some lipsticks. A little soap and water on a washcloth will remove 
any remaining. In addition to being a remover, the oil is a beauty 
treatment for the skin, softening and lubricating it. 

4 oz. BOTTLE $3 


Item 10: “LECTRO-CAINE”: A skin anesthetic for use during 
electrolysis. Apply to skin and gently rub in for 10 minutes before 
an electrolysis treatment. Does not anesthetize the face nor 
prevent all pain, but makes the needle much more tolerable. 

4 oz. BOTTLE $2 


Item 11. WIGS AT NEW REDUCED RATES: 

Recent developments in wig manufacture have resulted in lowered 
prices. We do not stock wigs but can obtain top quality wigs at less 
than going prices. All human hair. 


Machine made (Weft Type) Reg length............. $45 
Machine made (Weft Type) Extra Long............ $65 
uullsiand-tied Withc. cle. re - chawy: BAK ord - DSH -noalien- - $100 


These prices are for unstyled wigs alone. For a styled wig on a 
plastic head in plastic case and including shipping charges add to 
the above $15. Send color sample and picture or drawing of style. 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90036 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures — all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, 
thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspond- 
ence service to those who have been on the subscription list for at least 
5 issues and who have been screened. If you wish to use this service ask 
for the personal information form: Return it with the $5 registration 
fee. This will entitle the applicant to use the service, and a code number 
will be assigned upon acceptance. The $5 fee becomes advance pay- 
ment for ads ($2) or answers ($2) or answers ($1) at regular rates. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE)is our social organization. Application for 
membership may be made after having been on Chevalier’s subscrip- 
tion lists for 5 or more issues and having read them. (Back issues count 
as part of the 5). This will enable the reader to ascertain the kind of 
people for which the magazine is published and to decide whether he 
is also one of that kind. Acceptance into FPE is dependent upon 
approval of an application form, payment of dues and by a personal 
interview with the area councillor (when possible). Members of FPE 
may use the Person to Person service by simply paying the regular fees. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 


CHEVALIER Copyright 


Copyright 1970 by CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
Box 36091 - Los Angeles, California 90036 


All Rights Reserved. 
No part of this Book may be reproduced without written permission. 


